.^i: 

K 

«.ii»i 

\wlni//lm9vA 

'3  1 158  00907  2637 


1171 

"TT^^' Johns  o: 


Southern  Branch 
of  the 

University  of  California 

Los  Angeles 

Form  L   I 


I 


^'"^^■"^■'" 


This  book  is  DUE  on  the  last  date  stamped  belov 


JUN  1  9  tMf- 
m  24  I'V' 


Form  L-9-15m-10/25 


THE 

WORKS 

O  F    T  H  E 

ENGLISH      POETS. 

'■With' 
PREFACES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL    AND    CRITICAL, 

BY    SAMUEL    JOHNSON. 

VOLUME    THE    FIFTY-THIRD. 
LONDON: 

PRINTED      BY      M .      E  R  0  W  N  J 

FOR    T.    BUCKLAND,    J.    KIVINGTOX  AND    SONS,    T.    PAYNE     AND 
SONS,    L.   DAVIS,    B.   WHITE   AND    SON,    T.   LONGMAN,    B.   LAW 
J.   DODSLEY,    H.   BALDWIN,  J.  ROBSON,   C.    DILLY,  T.    CADELL 
J.     NICHOLS,        J.      JOHNSON,        G.     G.      J.      AND     J.     ROBINSON 
R.      BALDWIN,      H.      L.     GARDNER,      P.      ELMSLY,      T.      EVANS 
G.     NICOL,      LEIGH     AND     SOTHEEY,      J.     BEW,      N.     CON  ANT 
J.     MURRAY,    J.    SEW^ELL,    W.     GOLDSMITH,     W.     RICHARDSON 
T.    VERNOR,    W.     LOWNDES,     W.     BENT,    W.  OTRIDGE,    T.   AND 
J.    EGERTON,    S.    HAYES,    R.   FAULDER,    J.    EDWARDS,    C.   AND 
T.    WILKIE,    W.    NICOLL,    OGILVY    AND     SPEARE,    SCATCHERD 
AND  WHITAKER,    W\  FOX,    C.  STALKER,    E,  NEWBERY.    IJCO. 

■--v;       ff,       ^;     v«V     Q 


:  •:  ••:  •••  ••:  :    :  .%  •  4 


Tic 

in  I 

THE 

FIFTY-THIRD    VOLUME 

OF      THE 

ENGLISH     POETS; 

CONTAINING 

PITT'S      VIRGIL; 

iENEID,    BOOK    IV.~XII. 


Vol.  LIIL 


VIRGIL 


^       N       E       I       D. 


BOOK     IV, 


Vol.  Llir. 


ARGUMENT. 

Dido  difcovers  to  her  filler  her  paflion  for  ^neas,  and 
her  thoughts  of  marrying  him.  She  prepares  a 
hunting  match  for  his  entertainment.  Juno  with  the 
confent  of  Venus,  raifes  a  ftorm,  which  feparates  the 
hunters,  and  drives  JEnesis  and  Dido  into  the  fame 
cave,  where  their  marriage  is  fuppofed  to  be  com- 
pleted. Jupiter  difpatches  Mercury  to  ^Eneas,  to 
warn  him  from  Carthage,  ^neas  fecretly  prepares 
for  his  voyage.  Dido  finds  out  his  defign,  and,  to 
put  a  Hop  to  it,  makes  ufe  of  her  own  and  her  filler's 
entreaties,  and  difcovers  all  the  variety  of  paflions 
that  are  incident  to  a  neglefted  lover.  When  no- 
thing could  prevail  upon  him,  fhe  contrives  her  own 
death,  with  wJiich  this  book  concludes. 
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BOOK    IV 


TJ  UT  love  inflam'd  the  queen  ;  the  raging  pain 

-*-^  Preys  on  her  heart,  and  glows  in  every  vein. 

Much  fhe  revolves  the  hero's  deeds  divine. 

And  much  the  glories  of  his  godlike  line ; 

Each  look,  each  accent  breaks  her  golden  reft,  5 

LoJg'd  in  her  foul,  and  imag'd  in  her  breaft. 

The  morn  had  chas'd  the  dewy  ihades  away. 
And  o'er  the  world  advanc'd  the  lamp  of  day; 
When  to  her  filler  thus  the  royal  dame 
Difclos'd  the  fecret  of  her  growing  flame.  lO 

Anna,  what  dreams  are  thefe  that  haunt  my  reft? 
Who  is  this  hero,  this  our  godlike  gueft  ? 
Mark  but  his  graceful  port,  his  manly  charms ; 
How  great  a  prince  !  and  how  renown'd  in  arms ! 
Sure  he  defcends  from  fome  celeftial  kind;  l^ 

For  fear  attends  the  low  degenerate  mind. 
But  oh  !  what  wars,  what  battles  he  relates  ! 
How  long  he  ilruggled  with  his  adverfe  fates  I 
Did  not  my  foul  her  purpofe  ftill  retain, 
Fix'd  and  determin'd  ne'er  to  wed  again,  20 

Since  from  my  widow'd  arms  the  murdering  fword 
Untimely  fnatch'd  my  firft  unhappy  lord ; 
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Bid  not  my  thoughts  the  name  of  marriage  dread. 

And  the  bare  mention  of  the  bridal  bed — 

Forgive  my  frailty— but  I  feem  inclin'd  25 

To  yield  to  this  one  weaknefs  of  my  mind. 

For  oh!  my  fifter,  unreferv'd  and  free 

I  truft  the  fecret  of  my  foul  to  thee ; 

Since  poor  Sich^eus,  by  my  brother  flain, 

Dafh'd  with  his  blood  the  confecrated  fane,  30 

And  llain'd  the  gods ;  my  firm  refolves,  I  own. 

This  graceful  prince  has  Ihook,  and  this  alone. 

I  feel  a  warmth  o'er  all  my  trem.bling  frame. 

Too  like  the  tokens  of  my  former  flame. 

But  oh  !  may  earth  her  dreadful  gulf  dilplay,  35 

And  gaping  fnatch  me  from  the  golden  day ; 

May  I  be  hurl'd,  by  heav'n's  almighty  fire, 

Transfix'd  with  thunder  and  involv'd  in  fire, 

Down  to  the  fhades  of  hell  from  realms  of  light. 

The  deep,  deep  fhades  of  everlafling  night ;  40 

Ere,  facred  honour  !  I  betray  thy  caufe 

In  word,  or  thought,  or  violate  thy  laws. 

No  !-— my  firft  lord,  my  firfl  ill-fated  fpoufe. 

Still,  as  in  hfe,  is  lord  of  all  my  vows^ 

My  love  he  had,  and  ever  let  him  have,  4^ 

Interr'd  with  him,  and  buried  in  the  grave. 

Then,  by  her  rifnig  grief  o'erwhelm'd,  fhe  ceas'd : 

11ie  tears  ran  trickling  down  her  heaving  breafl. 

Siller,  the  fair  rephes,  whom  far  above 
The  light  of  heav'n,  or  life  itfelf  I  love;  50 

Still  on  your  bloom  fhall  endlefs  forrow  prey. 
And  waile  your  youth  in  foUtude  away  ? 

And 
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And  fhall  no  pleafmg  theme  your  thoughts  employ  ? 
The  prattling  infant,  or  the  bridal  joy  ? 
Think  you  fuch  cares  difturb  your  hulband's  fhade,  55 
Or  ftir  the  facred  afhes  cf  the  dead  ? 
What  though  before,  no  lover  won  your  grace. 
Among  the  Tyrian,  or  the  Libyan  race  ? 
With  juft  diidain  you  pafs'd  larbas  o'er. 
And  many  a  king  whom  warlike  xA^fric  bore.  69 

But  will  you  fly  the  hero  you  approve? 
And  Heel  your  heart  againil:  a  prince  you  love  ? 
Nor  will  you  once  refleft  what  regions  bound 
Your  infant  empire,  and  your  v/alls  furround  .2 
Here  proud  G^ralian  cities  tow'r  in  air,  ^5 

Whofe  iVarthy  fons  are  terrible  in  war ; 
There  the  dread  Syrtes  llretch  along  the  main, 
A.nd  there  the  wild  Barcaeans  range  the  plain ; 
Here  parch'd  with  thiril  a  fmoking  region  lies. 
There  fierce  in  arms  the  brave  Numidians  rife.  70 

Why  fhould  I  urge  our  vengeful  brother's  ire  ? 
The  war  juft  burfting  from  the  gates  of  Tyre  ? 
Sure,  every  god,  v^dth  mighty  Juno,  bore 
The  fleets  of  Ilion  to  the  Libyan  fhor^. 
From  fuch  a  marriage,  foon  your  joyful  eyes  7^ 

Shall  fee  a  potent  town  and  empire  rife. 
What  fcenes  of  glory  Carthage  muft  enjoy. 
When  our  confederate  arms  unite  with  Troy  ? 
Go  then,  propidate  heav'n  ;  due  ofF'rings  pay ;  "% 

Carefs,  invite  your  godlike  gucil  to  ftay^  80  > 

And  iludy  Hill  new  caufes  of  delav.  j 
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Tell  him,  that,  charg'd  with  deluges  of  rain, 

Orion  rages  on  the  wintry  main ; 

That  ftill  unrlgg'd  his  fhatter'd  vefTels  lie. 

Nor  can  his  fleet  endure  To  rough  a  iky.  85 

Thefe  words  foon  fcatter'd  the  remains  of  ihame ; 
Confirmed  her  hopes,  and  fann'd  the  rifmg  flame. 
With  fpeed  they  feek  the  temples,  and  implore 
With  rich  oblations  each  celeftial  pow'r : 
Selcifled  fheep  with  holy  rites  they  flay  90 

To  Ceres,  Bacchus,  and  the  god  of  day. 
But  chief,  to  Juno's  name  the  viflims  bled. 
To  Juno,  guardian  of  the  bridal  bed. 
The  queen  before  the  fnowy  heifer  ftands. 
Amid  the  flirines,  a  goblet  in  her  hands ;  95 

Between  the  horns  flie  flieds  the  facred  wine. 
And  pays  due  honours  to  the  pow'rs  divine  ; 
Moves  round  the  fane  in  folemn  pomp,  and  loads. 
Day  after  day,  the  altars  of  the  gods. 
Then  hovering  o'er,  the  fair  confults  in  vain  1 00 

The  panting  entrails  of  the  viiflims  flain  : 
But  ah  !   no  facred  rites  her  pain  remove  ; 
Priefls,  pray'rs,  and  temples !  what  are  you  to  love  ? 
With  pafiion  fir'd,  her  reafon  quite  overthrown. 
The  haplefs  queen  runs  raving  through  the  town.     105 
Soft  flames  confume  her  vitals,  and  the  dart. 
Deep,  deep  within,  lies  feftering  in  her  heart. 
So  fends  the  heedlefs  hunter's  twanging  bow 
The  fliaft  that  quivers  in  tJie  bleeding  doe  ; 
Stung  with  the  ftroke,  and  madding  with  the  pain,  no 
She  wildly  flies  from  wood  to  wood  in  vain ; 

Shoots 
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Shoots  o'er  the  Cretan  lawns  with  many  a  bound. 
The  clea\'ing  dart  flill  rankling  in  the  wound  1 

Now  the  fond  princefs  leads  her  hero  on. 
Shows  him  her  Tyrian  wealth,  and  growing  toun ;    115 
Difplays  her  pompous  tow'rs  that  proudly  rife. 
And  hopes  to  tempt  him  with  the  glorious  prize  ; 
Now  as  Ihe  tries  to  tell  her  raging  flame. 
Stops  fhort,-  -and  faulters,  check'd  by  confcious  Ihame : 
Now,  at  the  clofe  of  evening,  calls  her  gueft,  120 

To  fhare  the  banquet,  and  renew  the  feaft  : 
She  fondly  begs  him  to  repeat  once  more 
The  Trojan  ftory  that  fhe  heard  before ; 
Then  to  diilraftion  charm'd,  in  rapture  hung 
On  every  word,  and  dy'd  upon  his  tongue.  1 25 

But  when  the  fetting  ftars  to  refl  invite. 
And  fading  Cynthia  veils  her  beamy  light ; 
When  all  the  guells  retire  to  foft  repofe  ; 
Left  in  the  hall,  fhe  fighs,  and  vents  her  woes. 
Lies  on  his  couch,  bedews  it  with  her  tears,         130 
In  fancy  (ees  her  abfent  prince,  and  hears 
His  charming  voice  IHll  founding  in  her  ears. 
Fir'd  with  the  glorious  hero's  graceful  look. 
The  young  Afcanius  on  her  lap  Jhe  took, 
V/ith  trifling  play  her  furious  pains  beguil'd  ;  13^ 

In  vain  '.-—the  father  charms  her  in  the  child. 
No  more  the  tow'rs,  unfinifli'd,  rife  in  air  : 
The  youth,  undifciplin'd  no  more  prepare 
Ports  for  the  fleet,  or  bulwarks  for  the  war ; 
The  works  and  battlements  negleded  lie,  140 

And  the  proud  ilruclures  ccafe  to  brave  the  fky. 
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The  fair  thus  rages  with  the  mighty  pain. 
That  fir'd  her  foul ;  and  honour  pleads  in  vain. 
This  Juno  faw,  and  thus  the  bride  of  Jove, 
In  guileful  terms  addrefs'd  the  queen  of  love  :  145 

A  high  exploit  indeed  !  a  glorious  name. 
Unfading  trophies  and  eternal  fame. 
You,  and  your  fon  have  worthily  purfu'd  ! 
Two  gods  a  fmgle  woman  have  fubdu'd  ! 
To  me  your  groundlefs  jealqufies  are  known,  150 

And  dark  fufpicions  of  this  Tyrian  town. 
But  why,  why  goddefs,  to  what  aim  or  end 
In  lafiing  quarrels  fnould  v/e  flill  contend  ? 
Hence  then  from  flrife  refolvc  we  both  to  ceafe. 
And  by  the  nuptial  band  confirm  the  peace.  155 

To  crown  your  wifh,  the  queen  with  fond  defire 
Dies  for  your  fon,  and  melts  with  amorous  fire. 
Let  us  with  equal  fway  protect  the  place. 
The  common  guardians  of  the  mingled  race. 
Be  Tyre  the  dow'r  to  feal  the  glad  accord,  160 

And  royal  Dido  ferve  tliis  Phrygian  lord. 

To  whom  the  queen ;  (who  mari:'d  with  piercing  eyes 
The  goddefs  labouring,  in  the  dark  difguife. 
To  Libyan  fhores  from  Latium  to  convey 
The  delHn'd  feat  of  univerfal  fway;)  1 65 

Who  this  alliance  madly  would  deny  ? 
Or  war  with  thee,  dread  emprefs  of  the  flcy  ? 
And  oh  !  that  fortune  in  the  work  would  join. 
With  fuU  fuccefs  to  favour  the  defign  ! 
But  much  1  doubt,  O  goddefs,  if  tlie  Fates,  170 

Or  Jove  permit  us  to  unite  tlie  ilates. 

You, 
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You,  as  liis  confort,  ycur  requeft  inay  move. 
And  fearch  the  will,  ox  bend  the  mind  of  Jove. 
Go  then---your  fcheme  before  the  father  lay  ; 
Go;— and  I  follow,  where  you  lead  the  way.  175 

Be  mine  the  care,  th'  imperial  dame  replies. 
To  gain  the  god,  the  fovereign  of  the  ikies. 
Then  heed  my  counfel— \\hcn  the  dawning  light 
Drives  from  the  opening  world  the  fnades  of  night ; 
The  prince  and  queen,  transfix'd  \yith  apaorous  flame. 
Bend  to  the  woods  to  hunt  the  favage  game  ;  181 

There,  while  the  crowds  the  foreil-walks  befet. 
Swarm  round  the  woods,  and  fpread  tlie  waving  net; 
The  ikies  fhall  burll  upon  the  fportive  train 
In  llorms  of  hail,  and  deluges  cf  rain  :  185 

The  gather'd  tempeil  o'er  their  heads  fhall  roll. 
And  the  long  thunders  roar  from  pole  to  pole. 
On  ev'ry  fide  ihail  fly  the  fcattering  crowds, 
Involv'd  and  cover'd  in  a  night  of  clouds. 
To  the  fame  cave  for  ihelter  fhall  repair  190 

The  Trojan  hero  and  the  royal  fair. 
The  lovers,  if  your  will  concurs  with  mine, 
Ourfelf  in  Hymen's  nuptial  bands  will  join. 
The  gcddefs  gave  confent,  the  compadl  bound. 
But  fmil'd  in  fecret  at  the  fraud  flie  found.  1 95 

Scarce  had  Aurora  left  her  orient  bed. 
And  rear'd  above  the  v.aves  her  radiant  head. 
When,  pouring  through  the  gates,  tlie  train  appear, 
MafTylian  hunters  with  the  ileely  fpear,  199 

Sagacious  hounds^  and  toils,  and  all  the  fylvan  war. 
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The  queen  engag'd  in  drefs, — with  reverence  wait 

The  Tyrkn  peers  bcfo?-e  the  regal  gate. 

Her  fteed,  with  gold  and  purple  cover'd  round. 

Neighs,  champs  the  bit,  and  foaming  paws  the  grourd. 

At  length  flie  comes,  mngniiicently  dreft  205 

(Her  guards  attending)  in  a  Tyrian  veft : 

Back  in  a  golden  caul  her  locks  are  ty'd  j 

A  golden  quiver  rattles  at  her  iide ; 

A  golden  dalp  her  purple  garments  binds. 

And  robes,  that  flev/  redundant  in  the  winds.  2 Id 

Next  with  the  youthfjl  Trojans  to  the  fport 

The  fair  Afcaniiis  iiiiies  from  the  court. 

But  far  the  fairefl,  and  fupremely  tall, 

Tow'rs  great  yEneas,  and  outfhines  them  all. 

As  when  from  Lyc'a  bound  in  v/'ntry  froft,  215 

Where  Xanthus'  ftreams  enrich  the  fmiling  coaft. 

The  beauteous  Phoebus  in  high  pomp  retires. 

And  hears  in  Delos  the  triumphant  quires ; 

The  Cretan  crowds  and  Dryopes  advance. 

And  painted  Scythians  round  his  altars  dance;         220 

Fair  wreaths  of  vivid  bays  his  head  infold, 

His  locks  bound  backv/ard  and  adorn'd  with  gold; 

The  god  majeflic  moves  o'er  Cynthus'  brows. 

His  golden  quiver  rattling  as  he  goes  : 

So  mov'd  ^neas :  fach  his  charming  grace  ;  22?; 

So  glow'd  the  purple  bloom,  that  flulh'd  his  godlike  face. 

Soon  as  the  train  amid  the  mountains  came. 
And  ftcrm'd  the  covert  of  the  favage  game ; 
The  goats  fiew  bounding  o'er  the  craggy  brow 
From  rock  to  rock,  and  fought  the  fields  below.     230 

Here 
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Here  the  fleet  rtags  chas'd  down  the  tow'ring  fteep. 

In  clouds  of  dufl  through  the  long  valley  Tvveep ; 

While  there,  exulting,  to  his  utmoft  fpeed 

The  young  Afcanius  fpurs  his  fiery  fteed, 

Outftrips  by  turns  the  flying  focial  train,  235 

And  fcorns  the  ^aeaner  triumphs  cf  the  plain  : 

The  hopes  of  glory  all  hds  foul  inflame ; 

Eager  he  longs  to  run  at  nobler  game. 

And  drench  his  youthful  javel"n  in  the  gore 

Of  the  Herce  lion,  or  the  mountain  boar.  240 

Meantime  loud  thunders  rattle  round  the  iky. 
And  hail  and  rain,  in  mingled  tempeil:,  fly ; 
While  fiocds  on  floods,  in  fwelling  turbid  tides. 
Roll  roaring  douTi  the  mountain's  channel'd  fides. 
The  young  Afcanius,  and  the  hunting  train,  245 

To  clofe  retreats  fled  diverfe  e'er  the  plain. 
To  the  fame  gloomy  cave  with  fpced  repair 
The  Trojan  hero  and  the  royal  fair. 
Earth  (hakes,  and  Juno  gives  the  nuptial  figns ; 
With  quivering  flames  the  glimm.ering  grotto  fiiines  :  250 
With  light'nings  all  the  confcious  {kies  are  fpread  ; 
The  nymphs  run  flirieking  round  the  mountain's  head. 
From  that  fad  day,  unhappy  Dido  !  rofe 
Shame,  death,  and  ruin,  and  a  length  of  woes. 
Nor  fame  nor  cenfjre  now  the  queen  can  move,      25  c 
No  more  fhe  labours  to  conceal  her  love. 
Her  paflion  Hands  avow'd;  and  wedlock's  name 
Adorns  the  crime,  and  fantl'fies  the  fliame. 

Now  Fame,  tremendous  fiend !  without  delay 
Through  Libyan  cities  took  her  rapid  way.  260 

Fame 
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Fame,  the  fwift  plague,  that  every  moment  grows. 

And  gains  new  ftrength  and  vigour  as  (he  goes. 

Firil  fmall  with  fear,  fhe  fwells  to  wond'rous  fize. 

And  ftalks  on  earth,  and  tow'rs  above  the  Ikies ; 

Whom,  in  her  wrath  to  heav'n,  the  teeming  earth  265 

Produced  the  lall  of  her  gigantic  birth  ; 

A  mo.ifter  huge,  and  dreadful  to  the  eye, 

Wi.h  rapid  feet  to  run,  or  wings  to  fly. 

Beneath  her  plumes  the  various  fury  bears 

A  thoufand  piercing  eyes  and  liil'ning  ears ;  270 

And  with  a  thoufand  mouths  and  babbling  tongues 

appears. 

Thundering  by  night,  through  heaven  and  earth  fhe  flies ; 
No  go' den  flumbers  feal  her  watchful  eyes ; 
On  tovv'rs  cf  battlement  ihe  flts  by  day. 
And  fliakes  whole  towns  with  terror  and  difmay;    275; 
Alarms  the  world  around,  a;:d^  perch'd  on  high. 
Reports  a  truth,  or  publifhcs  a  lye. 
Now  both  (he  mingled  v/ith  malignant  joy. 
And  told  the  nations,  that  a  prince  from  Troy 
Inflam'd  with  love  the  Tyrian  queen,  who  led         28(j 
The  godlike  Granger  to  her  bridal  bed  ; 
That  both,  indulging  to  their  foft  defircs. 
And  deaf  to  cenfure,  melt  in  amorous  iiies  ; 
From  every  thought  the  cares  of  fl:ate  remove. 
And  the  long  winter  pais'd  away  in  love.  285 

This  tale  the  Fury  glories  to  difplay. 
Then  to  the  king  larbas  bent  her  way ; 
With  jealous  rage  the  furious  prince  infpires. 
And  all  his  foul  v.itii  indignation  iire<5. 

This 
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This  monarch  fprung  from  Ammon*s  warm  embrace 

With  a  fair  nymph  of  Garamantic  race.  291 

The  mighty  king  a  hundred  temples  rais'd ; 

An  hundred  altars  that  v.-itii  vidlims  blaz'd. 

Through  all  his  realms,  in  honour  of  his  fire  ; 

And  -vvatch'd  the  hallow'd  everlaiHng  fire;  295 

With  various  wreaths  adorn'd  the  holy  door. 

And  drench'd  the  foil  with  confecrated  gore. 

Amid  the  Hatues  of  the  gods  he  flandsj 

And,  fpreading  fortli  to  Jove  his  lifted  hands, 

Fir'd  witli  the  tale,  and  ra\^ng  v.ith  defpair,  300 

Prefers  in  bitternefs  of  foul  his  pray*r. 

Almighty  Jove !  to  whom  cm-  Moorifii  line 
In  large  libations  pour  the  generous  wine. 
And  feall  on  painted  beds ;  fay,  father,  fay. 
If  yet  thy  eyes  thefe  flagrant  crimes  farvey.  305 

Or  do  we  vainly  tremble  and  adore. 
When  through  the  fkie*  the  pealing  thunders  roar  ? 
Thine  are  the  bolts  ?  or  idly  do  they  fall. 
And  rattle  through  the  dark  aerial  hall  ? 
A  wand'ring  woman,  who  on  Libya  thrG\^Ti,  319 

Rais'd  on  a  purchas'd  fpot  a  flender  town ; 
On  terms  ourfelf  prefcrib'd,  was  glad  to  gain 
A  barren  tra£t  that  nms  along  the  main ; 
The  profFer'd  nuptials  of  thy  fon  abhorr'd ; 
But  to  her  throne  recei^^es  a  Dardan  lord.  315 

And  lo  !  this  fecond  Paris  come  again. 
With  his  unmanly*  foft,  luxurious  train. 
In  fcented  trefles  and  a  mitre  gay. 
To  bear  my  bride,  his  ravilh'd  prize,  away; 

While 
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While  ftill  in  vain  we  bid  thy  altars  flame,  320 

And  pay  our  vows  to  nothing  but  a  name. 

Him,  as  he  grafp'd  his  altars,  and  prefer'd 
His  wrathful  pray'r,  th'  almighty  father  heard ; 
Then  to  the  palace  turn'd  his  aweful  eye. 
Where,  carelefs  of  their  fame,  the  lovers  lie.  325 

The  god,  that  fcene  offended  to  furvey, 
Charg'd  with  his  high  command  the  fon  of  May  : 

Fly,  fly,  my  fon,  our  orders  to  perform ; 
Mount  the  fleet  wind,  and  ride  the  rapid  florm ; 
Fly — to  yon  Dardan  chief  in  Carthage  bear  330 

Our  aweful  mandate  tlirough  the  fields  of  air. 
Who  idly  ling'ring  in  the  Tyrian  ftate, 
Negleils  the  promis'd  walls  decreed  by  fate. 
Not  fuch  a  prince,  the  beauteous  queen  of  love 
(When  twice  flie  fav'd  him)  promis'd  him  to  Jove; 
A  prince  flie  promis'd  who  by  deeds  divine  336 

Should  prove  he  fprung  from  Teucer's  martial  line ; 
Whofe  fword  imperial  Italy  fhould  awe, 
A  warlike  realm  !  and  give  the  world  the  law. 
If  no  fuch  glories  can  his  mind  inflame,  540 

If  he  negledls  his  own  immortal  fame ; 
What  has  his  heir  the  young  Afcanius  done  ? 
Why  fhould  he  grudge  an  empire  to  his  fon  r 
What  fcheme,  what  profpetfl  can  the  chief  propofe. 
So  long  to  loiter  with  a  race  of  foes  ?  345 

The  promis'd  kingdom  to  regard  no  more. 
And  quite  negled  the  deilin'd  Latian  fliore  ? 
Hafte — bid  him  fail  — be  this  our  will;  and  bear 
With  ipeed  this  mandate  through  the  fields  cf  air. 

Swift 
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Swift  at  the  word,  the  duteous  fon  of  May  350 

Prepares  tli'  almighty's  orders  to  obey ; 
Firft  round  his  feet  the  golden  wings  hs  bound. 
That  fpeed  his  progrefs  o'er  the  Teas  profound. 
Or  earth's  unmeafur'd  regions,  as  he  flies, 
Wrap'd  in  a  rapid  whirlwind,  down  the  ikies.  ^SS 

Then  grafp'd  the  wand ;  the  wand  that  calls  the  ghofls 
From  hell,  or  drives  'em  to  the  Stygian  coafts. 
Invites  or  chafes  lleep  with  vvond'rous  pow'r. 
And  opes  thofe  eyes  that  death  had  feal'd  before. 
Thus  arm'd,  on  wings  of  winds  fubiimely  rode        ^69 
Through  heaps  of  opening  clouds  the  flying  gcd. 
From  far  huge  Atlas'  rocky  fides  he  fpies, 
Adas,  whofe  head  fupports  the  Harry  fkies  : 
Beat  by  the  winds  and  driving  rains,  he  fhrcuds 
His  fhady  forehead  in  lorroanding  clouds  ;  365 

With  ice  his  horrid  beard  is  cruiled  o'er ; 
From  his  bleak  brows  the  gufliing  torrents  pour ; 
Out-fpread,  his  mighty  ihoulders  heave  below 
The  hoary  piles  of  everlaiHng  fnow. 
Here  on  pois'd  pinions  lloop'd  the  panting  god;      370 
Then,  from  the  ileep,  fliot  headlong  to  the  flocd. 
As  the  fwift  fea-mew,  for  the  fifhy  prey. 
In  low  excurfions  Ikims  along  the  fea. 
By  rocks  and  fhores,  and  wings  th'  aerial  way  j 
So,  from  his  kindred  mountain,  Hermes  flies  375 

Between  th'  extended  earth  and  fiarry  fkies ; 
Thus  through  the  parting  air  his  courfe  he  bore. 
And,  gliding,  fkim'd  along  the  Libyan  (hore. 

Soon 
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Soon  as  the  winged  god  to  Carthage  came. 

He  finds  the  prince  forgetful  of  his  fame  :  3  So 

The  rifmg  domes  employ  his  idle  hours, 

Th'  unlinifh'd  palaces  and  Tyrian  Tow'r.s. 

A  fvvord  all  ftarr'd  with  gem?,  and  fpangled  o'er 

With  yellow  jafpersj  at  his  fide  he  wore  ; 

A  robe  refulgent  from  his  fhoulders  flow'd  385 

That,  flaming,  deep  with  Tyrian  crimfon  glow'd ; 

The  work  of  Dido ;  whofe  unrivall'd  art 

With  fiow'rs  of  gold  embroider'd  every  part. 

To  whom  the  god :— Thefe  hours  canft  thou  employ 
To  raife  proud  Carthage,  heedlefs  prince  of  Troy  ?  390 
Thus  for  a  foreign  bride  to  build  a  tovvn 
And  form  a  ftate,  forgetful  of  thy  own  ? 
The  lord  of  heav'n  and  earth,  almighty  Jove, 
W^ith  this  commaiid  difpatch'd  me  from  above ; 
What  are  thy  hopes  from  this  thy  long  delay  ?        395 
Whv  thus  in  Libya  pafs  thy  hours  away  ? 
If  future  empire  ceafe  thy  thoughts  to  raife. 
Or  the  fair  profpeifl  of  immortal  praife ; 
Regard  Afcanius,  prince,  the  rOyal  boy ; 
The  laft,  the  beft  furviving  hope  of  Troy ;  400 

To  whom  the  Fates  decree,  in  time  to  come, 
iThe  long,  long  glories  of  imperial  Rome. 
lie  fpoke,  and  fpeaking  left  him  gazing  there ; 
And  all  the  fluid  form  difiblv'd  in  air. 

The  prince  ailonifa'd  Itood,  with  horror  ftung ;  405 
Fear  raised  his  hair,  and  wonder  chain'd  his  tongue : 
Struck  and  alarm'd  with  fuch  a  dread  command, 
lie  longs  to  leave  the  dear  enchanting  land. 

But 
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But  ah  1  with  what  addrefs  (hall  he  begin. 

How  fpeak  his  purpofe  to  the  raving  queen  ?  410 

A  thoufand  thoughts  his  wavering  i'oul  divide. 

That  turns  each  way,  and  ilrains  on  every  fide  : 

A  tiioufand  projeds  labouring  in  his  breaft. 

On  this  at  lail  he  fixes  as  the  bell : 

Mneilheus  and  brave  Cloanihus  he  commands  41^ 

To  rig  the  fleet,  to  fumrnon  all  the  bands 

In  fecret  iilence  to  the  Ihore,  and  iiide 

The  fudden  caufe,  that  bids  them  tempt  the  tide. 

Then  while  fair  Dido,  fick:  with  fond  defire. 

Thinks  iuch  a  boundiefs  love  can  ne  er  exp.re,         420 

Himfelf  the  proper  meafures  will  prepare 

To  move  the  queen,  and  f:ize  with  watchful  care 

The  fofceft  moments  to  add/efs  t\e  fair. 

With  fpeed  impatient  fly  the  chiefs  away. 

And,  fir'd  with  eager  joy,  the  prince  obey.  425 

But  foon  the  fraud  unliappy  Dido  fpies ; 
(For  what  can  'fcape  a  lover's  piercing  eyes. 
Who  e'en  in  fafety  fears  with  wild  affright?) 
She  firll  difcern'd  the  meditated  flight ; 
And  Fam.e,  infernal  fiend,  the  news  conveys,         43© 
The  fleet  was  rigg'd  and  launching  on  the  feas. 
Mad  with  defpair,  and  all  her  foul  on  flame. 
Around  the  city  raves  the  royal  dame  : 
So  the  fierce  Bacchanal  with  frantic  cries. 
Stung  by  the  god,  to  proud  Cithaeron  flies,  435 

And  {hakes  her  ivy  fpear  and  raves  around. 
While  the  huge  mountain  echoes  to  the  found. 

Vol.  LIII.  C  At 
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At  length,  by  potent  love  and  grief  opprefs'd. 
The  queen,  her  recreant  lover,  firft  addrefs'd : 

And  could 'ft  thou  hope,  difTembler,  from  my  iight> 
Ah  !  wretch  perfxdious !  to  conceal  thy  flight  ?        441 
In  fuch  bafe  filence  from  my  realms  to  fail  ? 
Nor  can  our  vows  and  plighted  hands  prevail. 
Nor  Dido's  cruel  death  thy  flight  detain  r 
For  death,  death  only  can  relieve  my  pain  :  445 

And  are  thy  veflels  launch'd,  while  winter  fweeps 
With  the  rough  northern  blaft  the  roaring  deeps  ? 
Barbarian  !  fay,  if  Troy  herfelf  had  flood. 
Nor  foreign  realms  had  call'd  thee  o'er  the  flood, 
Would'fl  thou  thy  fails  in  ftormy  feas  employ,         450 
And  brave  the  farge  to  gain  thy  native  Troy  ? 
Me  will  you  fly,  to  tempt  the  dangerous  wave  ? 
Ah  !  by  the  tears  I  flied,  the  hand  you  gave  ; 
(For  thefc  ftill  mine,  and  only  thefe  remain ; 
The  tears  I  flied,  the  hand  you  gave  in  vain  1)        455 
By  thofe  late  folemn  nuptial  bands  I  plead. 
By  thofe  firft  pleafures  of  the  bridal  bed ; 
If  e'er,  when  folded  in  your  circling  arms. 
You  figh'd,  and  prais'd  thefe  now-negleded  charms ; 
If  pray 'r  can  move  thee,  with  this  pray'r  comply,  460 
Regard,  ^neas,  with  a  pitying  eye 
A  falling  race,  and  lay  thy  purpofe  by. 
For  thee  Numidian  kings  in  arms  confpire ; 
For  thee  have  I  incens'd  the  fons  of  Tyre  ; 
For  thee  I  loft  my  honour  and  my  fame,  465 

That  to  the  ftars  advanc'd  my  glorious  name. 

.     Mull 
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Muft  I  in  death  thy  c  uel  fcorn  deplore. 

My  barb.-irous  guell  I — but  ah  ! — my  fpoufe  no  more  ! 

What — (hall  I  wait,  till  fierce  Pygmalion  pours 

From  Tyre  en  Carthage,  and  deftroys  my  tovv'rs  ?  47O 

Shall  I  in  proud  larbas'  chains  be  led 

A  {lave,  a  captive  to  the  tyrant's  bed? 

Ah  !— had  I  brought,  before  thy  fatal  flight. 

Some  httle  offspring  of  our  loves  to  light ; 

If  in  my  regal  hall  I  could  farvey  475 

Some  princely  boy,  feme  young  iEneas  play; 

Thy  dear  refemblance  but  in  looks  alone  ! 

I  fnould  not  feem  quite  widow'd  and  undone. 

She  faid ;  the  prince  flood  fl'.ll  in  grief  profound. 
And  fix'd  his  eyes  relentlefs  on  the  ground ;  480 

By  Jove's  high  v/ill  admonifh'd  from  the  fkies ; 
At  length  the  hero  thus  in  brief  replies. 

Your  bounties,  queen,  I  never  can  forget ; 
And  never,  never  pay  the  mighty  debt ; 
But,  long  as  life  informs  this  fleeting  frame,  485 

My  foul  fliall  honour  fair  Eliza's  name. 
Then  hear  my  plea :— By  Health  I  ne'er  delign'd 
To  leave  your  hofpitable  realm  behind ; 
Forbear  the  thought ;— much  lefs  in  Libyan  lands, 
A  cafaal  gueil,  to  own  the  bridal  bands.  490 

Had  fate  allow'd  me  to  confult  my  eafe. 
To  live  and  fettle  on  what  te^ms  I  pleafe ; 
Still  had  r  ftay'd  in  Afia,  to  enjoy 
The  dear,  dear  relicks  of  my  native  Troy : 
Rais'd  royal  Priam's  ruin  d  tow'rs  again,  495 

A  fecond  Ilion  for  my  vanquifh'd  train. 

C  2  Bat 
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But  now,  fair  queen,  Apollo's  high  command 

Has  caird  me  to  the  fam'd  Italian  land; 

Thither,  infpir'd  by  oracles,  I  move. 

There  lies  my  country,  and  there  lies  my  love.        500 

If  you  your  riiing  Carthage  thus  admire 

In  thefe  ftrange  realms,  a  foreigner  from  Tyre, 

Why  fliould  not  Tcucer's  race  be  free  to  gain 

The  Latian  kingdom,  as  the  gods  ordain  ? 

Oft  as  the  liars  difplay  their  fiery  light,  505 

And  earth  lies  cover'd  in  the  fhades  of  night. 

My  father's  angry  fpirit  blames  my  ftay. 

Stalks  round  my  bed,  and  fum.mcns  me  away. 

Long  has  Afcanius  call'd  ipe  hence  in  vain. 

By  me  defrauded  of  his  deilin'd  reign.  510 

And  now,  ev'n  now,  the  meflenger  of  Jove 

(Both  gods  can  vvitnefs)  fhot  from  heav'n  above  : 

Charg'd  with  the  thunderer's  high  commands  he  flew. 

The  glorious  form  appear'd  in  open  view  : 

I  faw  him  pafs  thefe  lofty  walls,  and  hear  5  1 5 

His  aweful  voice  Hill  murmuring  in  my  ear. 

Then  ceafe,  my  beauteous  princefs,  to  complain ; 

Nor  let  us  both  be  difcompos'd  in  vain  : 

From  thefe  dear  arms  to  Latium  forc'd  away ; 

'Tis  fate  that  calls,  and  fate  I  muft  obey.  520 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  with  high  difdain  and  pride 
She  roU'd  her  wrathful  eyes  on  every  fide. 
That  glance  in  filence  o'er  the  guilty  man. 
And,  all  inflam'd  with  fury,  fhe  began  : 

Perfidious  monfter  !  boaft  tliy  birth  no  more;       525 
No  hero  got  thee,  and  no  goddefs  bore. 

Nol 


I 
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No  ! — thou  wert  brought  by  Scythian  rocks  to  day,  -y 

By  tigers  nurs'd,  and  favages  of  prey ;  s 

But  far  more  rugged,  wild,  and  fierce  than  they.       3 

For  why,  ah  !  why  the  traitor  fhould  I  fpare?         530 

What  bafer  wrongs  can  I  be  doom'd  to  bear  ? 

Did  he  once  deign  to  turn  his  fcornful  eyes  ? 

Did  he  once  groan  at  all  my  pie  cing  fighs  ? 

Drop'd  he  one  tear  in  pity  to  my  cries? 

Calm  he  look'd  on,  and  faw  my  palTion  burft.  535 

Which,  which  of  all  his  infults  was  the  worfl  ? 

And  yet  great  Jove  and  Juno  from  the  flcy 

Behold  his  treafon  with  a  carelefs  eye ; 

Guilt,  guilt  prevails ;  and  JulHce  is  no  more. 

The  needy  wretcli  juil:  cafl  upon  my  ihore,  r 40 

Fool  as  I  was  !  with  open  arms  I  led 

At  once  a  partner  to  my  throne  and  bed ; 

From  inftant  death  I  fav'd  his  famifh'd  train. 

His  ihatter'd  fleet  I  flor'd  and  rigg'd  again. 

Bat  ah  I  rave ; — my  foul  the  Fuiies  fire  ;  545 

Now  great  Apollo  warnb  him  to  retiej 

V/ith  all  hi3  oracles  forbids  to  flay ; 

And  now  through  air  with  hafte  the  fon  of  May 

Co::iveys  Jove's  orders  from  the  bleil:  abodes  j 

A  care  we:l  worthy  to  difturb  the  gods !  5-0 

Go  then ;  I  plead  not,  nor  thy  flight  delay ; 

Go,  feek  new  kingdoms  through  the  watVy  way  : 

Bat  there  may  every  god,  thy  crime  provokes. 

Reward  thy  guilt,  and  d:fh  thee  on  the  rocks; 

Then  fhalt  thou  call,  amid  the  howling  main,  555 

On  injur 'd  Dido's  name,  nor  call  in  vain ; 

C  3  For, 
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For,  wrapt  in  fires,  I'll  follow  through  the  fky, 

Flafh  in  thy  face,  or  glare  tremendous  by. 

When  death's  cold  hand  my  llruggling  foul  fhall  free. 

My  ghoil:  in  every  place  ihall  wait  en  thee  :  56Q 

My  vengeful  ipirit  Ihall  thy  torments  know. 

And  fmile  with  tranfport  in  the  realms  below. 

With  that,  abrupt  (lie  took  her  fudde.i  flight; 
Sick  of  the  day,  fhe  loaths  the  golden  Hght ; 
And  turns,  while  fault'ring  he  attempts  to  fay         565 
Ten  thoufand  things,  difdainfuily  away  ; 
Sunk  in  their  arms  the  trembling  handmaids  led 
The  fainting  princefs  to  the  regal  bed. 

But  thougii  the  pious  hero  tries  with  care. 
And  melting  words,  to  footh  her  fierce  defpair,       570 
Sting  v.ith  the  pains  and  agonies  of  love. 
Still  he  regards  the  high  commands  of  Jove; 
Repairs  the  fleet ;  and  foon  the  bufy  train 
P.oll  down  the  lofty  veflTels  to  the  main. 
New-rigg'd,  the  navy  glides  alo.'g  the  flcod  ;         575 
V/hole  trees  they  bring,  unfaihion'd  from  the  wood. 
And  leafy  faplings  to  fjpply  their  oars, 
Pour  from  the  town,  and  darken  all  the  fhores. 
So  when  the  pifiiiires,  an  induilrious  train, 
Embody'd,  rob  fome  golden  heap  of  grain,  580 

Studious,  ere  ftormy  winter  frowns,  to  lay 
Safe  in  their  darkfome  cells  the  treafur'd  prey; 
In  one  long  track  the  dufky  legions  lead 
Their  prize  in  triumph  through  the  verdant  mead : 
Kere,  bending  with  the  load,  a  panting  throng       585 
Wi'h  foixe  ccnjcin'd  heave  feme  huge  grain  along : 

Some 
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Some  lafh  the  ftragglers  to  the  tafk  afiign'd, 

Some^  to  their  ranks,  the  bands  that  lag  behind : 

They  crowd  the  peopled  path  in  thick  array. 

Glow  at  tlie  work,  and  darken  all  the  way.  59O 

At  that  fad  profpeit,  that  tormenting  fcene. 
What  thoughts,  what  woes  were  thine,  unhappy  queen  I 
How  loud  thy  groans,  when  from  thy  lofty  tow'r 
Thy  eyes  furvey'd  the  tumult  on  the  Ihore ; 
When  on  the  floods  thou  heard'll:  the  fhouting  train  595 
Plough  \yith  refounding  oars  the  wat'ry  plain? 
To  what  fubmiiTions,  of  what  low  degree. 
Are  mortals  urg'd,  imperious  love,  by  thee? 
Once  more  fhe  flies  to  pray'rs  and  tears,  to  move 
Th'  obdurate  prince  ;  and  anger  melts  to  love  ;       600 
Tries  all  her  fappliant  female  arts  again 
Before  her  death  ;— -but  tries  'em  all  in  vain  : 

Siller,  behold,  from  every  fide  they  pour 
With  eager  fpeed,  and  gather  to  the  fhore.  604 

Hark— how  with  ihouts  they  catch  the  fpringing  gales. 
And  crown  their  Ihips,  and  fpread  their  ilymg  fails. 
iAh  1  had  I  once  forcfeen  the  fatal  blow. 
Sure,  I  had  borne  this  mighty  weight  of  woe. 
Yet,  yet,  my  Anna,  this  one  trial  make 
For  thy  defpairing,  dying  filler';-  fake.  610 

For  ah  !   the  dear  perfidious  wretch,  I  fee. 
Lays  open  all  his  fecret  foul  to  thcc. 
In  all  his  thoughts  you  ever  bore  a  part. 
You  know  the  nearell:  pafTage  to  his  heart. 
Go  then,  dear  filter,  as  a  fuppliant  go,  615 

Tdl,  in  the  hambleil  terms,  my  haughty  foe, 

C  4  I  ne'er 
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I  ne'er  confpir'd  at  Aulis  to  deftroy. 

With  vengeful  Greece,  the  haplefs  race  of  Troy  ; 

Nor  fent  cue  veff:;!  to  the  Phrygian  coaft, 

Nor  rak'd  abroad  his  father's  facred  dull.  620 

From  all  the  prayers  a  dying  queen  prefers. 

Why  vvii  lie  turn  his  unrelenting  ears  ? 

Whi.her,  ah  whither,  will  the  tyrant  fly  ? 

I  beg  but  this  one  grace  before  I  die. 

To  wait  for  calmer  feas  and  fofter  gales  62$ 

To  fmooth  the  floods,  and  fill  his  opening  fails. 

Tell  my  perfidious  lover,  I  implore 

The  name  of  wedlock  he  difclaims  no  more  : 

No  more  hi->  purpos'd  voyage  I  detain 

From  beauteous  Latium,  and  his  deftin'd  reign.      630" 

For  fome  fmall  intei-val  of  time  I  move. 

Some  ftiort,  Ihort  feafon  to  fubdue  my  love ; 

Till  reconcii'd  to  this  unhappy  ilate, 

I  grow  at  laft  familiar  with  my  fate : 

This  favour  if  he  grant,  my  death  fhall  pleafe         635 

Hi>  crutl  foul,  and  fet  us  both  at  eafe. 

Thus  pray'd  the  queen ;  the  fifler  bears  in  vain 
The  moving  meffage,  and  returns  again. 
He  ftand  inHexible  to  pray'rs  and  tears. 
For  Jove  and  Fate  had  ftop'd  the  hero's  ears.  640 

As  o'er  th'  aerial  Alps  fublimely  fpread. 
Some  aged  oak  uprears  his  reverend  head ; 
This  way  and  that  the  furious  tempeils  blow. 
To  lay  the  monarch  of  the  mountains  lov/  -, 
Th*  imperial  plant,  though  nodd'ng  at  the  found,  64^ 
Though  all  his  fcatter'd  honours  ftrovv  the  ground. 

Safe 
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Safe  in  his  ftrength,  and  feated  on  the  rock. 

In  naked  majefty  defies  the  fliock  : 

High  as  the  head  ihoots  tow'ring  to  the  Hiies, 

So  deep  the  root  in  hell's  foundation  lie?.  650 

Thus  is  the  prince  befieg'd  by  conftant  pray'rs : 

But  though  his  heart  releiits  at  Dido's  cares. 

Still  firm  the  dilates  of  his  foul  remain. 

And  tears  are  fhed,  and  vows  prefer'd  in  vain. 

Now  tir'd  v/ith  life  abandon'd  Dido  grows  ;         655^ 
Now  bent  on  fate,  and  hairals'd  with  her  woes. 
She  loaths  the  day,  Ihe  fickens  at  tne  iky. 
And  longs,  in  bitternefs  of  loul,  to  die. 
To  urge  the  fcheme  cf  de.ith  already  laid. 
Full  many  a  direful  omen  file  fu;vey"d:  660 

V/hile  to  the  gods  file  pour'd  the  wine,  {he  vievv'd 
The  pure  libation  turn'd  to  f.ible  blood. 
This  horrid  omen  to  hjrfelf  reveai'd, 
Ev'n  from  her  fillers  ears  Ihe  kept  conceai'd ; 
Yet  more— a  temple,  where  Ihe  paid  her  vows,      665 
Rofe  in  the  palace  to  her  former  fpoufe ; 
A  marble  fi:rii£lure ;  this  llie  drefs'd  around 
With  fnov.y  wool ;  with  facred  chaplets  crownM. 
From  hence,  when  gloomy  night  fucc^cds  the  day. 
Her  hufband  feems  to  fummon  her  away.  670 

Perch 'd  in  the  roof  the  bird  of  night  complains. 
In  one  fad  length  of  melancholy  ftrains ; 
Now  dire  predictions  rack  her  mind,  foretold 
By  prefcient  fages,  and  the  feers  of  old  ; 
Now  fi:ern  ^neas,  her  eternal  theme, 
H?iunts  her  dillra'^ed  foul  in  ev^y  dream  ; 
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In  llumber  now  llie  Teems  to  travel  on, 

Throagh  dreary  wilds,  abandon'd  and  alone  ; 

And  treads  a  dark  uncomfortable  plain. 

And  feeks  her  Tyrians  o'er  the  wafle  in  vain.  63o 

So  Pentheus  rav'd,  when,  flaming  to  his  eyes, 

lie  faw  the  Juries  from  the  deeps  arife  ; 

And  view'd  a  double  Thebes  v/ith  wild  amaze. 

And  t.vo  brigiit  i'c.ns  with  rival  glories  blaze. 

So  bounds  the  mad  Orefres  o'er  the  ftage,  6S^ 

With  looks  diilratfted,  from  Iiis  mother'^  rage; 

Arm'd  with  her  fcourge  of  fnakes  fhe  drives  him  on. 

And,  wrapt  in  flames,  purfues  her  murdering  fon  ; 

Ke  flies,  but  files  in  vain  ;— the  Furies  v/ait. 

And  fiends  m  forms  tremendous  guard  the  gate.      6po 

At  length  dillra^led,  and  by  love  o'ercome, 
Refoiv'd  on  death,  fne  meditates  her  doom; 
Appoints  the  time  to  end  her  mighty  woe. 
And  takes  due  mealures  for  the  purpos'd  blow. 
Then  her  fad  fulcr  iiis  with  fmiies  addrefs'd,  695 

Kope  in  her  looks,  bi!t  anguifh  at  her  breail : 

Anna,  partake  my  joy,  for  lo  !  I  find 
The  fole  expedient  that  can  cure  my  mind. 
Relieve  my  foul  for  ever  from  her  pain. 
Or  bring  my  lover  to  my  arms  again.  700 

Near  Ocean's  utmoft  bound,  a  region  lies. 
Where  mighty  Atlas  props  the  ftarry  ficies  ; 
There  lives  a  prieilefs  of  MafT/lian  ilrain, 
The  guardian  of  the  rich  HefperiaTi  fane  ; 
Who  wont  the  wakeful  dragon  once  to  feed  705 

With  honey 'd  eake3,  and  poppy's  drcwfv  feed. 

That 
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That  round  the  tree  his  ihining  volumes  roU'd 

To  guard  the  fac  ed  balls  of  blooming  gold. 

By  magic  charms  :he  matron  can  remove. 

Or  fiercely  kindle  all  the  fires  of  love  ;  710 

Roll  back  the  liars ;  Hop  rivers  as  they  flow ; 

And  call  grim  ipcdlres  from  the  realms  of  Vvoe, 

Trees  leave  their  mountains  at  her  potent  call ; 

Beneath  her  footilepo  groans  the  trembling  ball : 

But  witnefs  thou,  and  all  ye  gods  on  high,  715 

Vvlth  what  reg^ret  to  magic  rites  I  fly. 

Go  then,  erect  with  fpeed  and  fecret  care. 

Within  the  court,  a  pile  in  open  air. 

Bring  all  the  traitor's  arms  and  robe.s,  and  fpread 

Above  the  heap  our  fatal  bridal  bed.  720 

The  facred  dame  commands  me  to  deftroy 

All,  all  memorials  of  that  wretch  from  Troy. 

Thus  witih  difl'embling  arts  the  princefs  fpoke : 
A  deadly  palenefs  fpreads  o^er  all  her  lock. 
Nor  could  her  v/retched  filer  once  divine  725 

Thefe  ritcs  could  cover  fuch  a  dire  defign. 
Nor  decm'd  a  lover  treacherous  to  his  vov/s 
Siiould  more  afilicl  her  than  her  murder'd  fpoufe ; 
But  rears  a  pile  of  oaks  and  £rs  on  high. 
Within  the  court,  beneath  the  naked  iky.  73Q 

With  wreaths  the  queen  adprn'd  the  flruilure  round; 
And  with  funereal  greens  and  garlands  crown'd : 
Next  big  with  death,  the  fword  and  robe  flie  fpread. 
And  plac'd  the  dear,  dear  image  on  the  bed. 

Araidll  her  altars,  with  dilheveJ'd  hairs,  735 

JJcr  horrid  rites  the  prieflefs  now  prepares. 

Thun- 
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Thuni'ring  fhe  calls,  in  many  a  dreadful  found. 

On  Chaos  hoar,  and  Erebus  profound ; 

On  hideous  Hecate,  from  hell's  abodes, 

(The  threefold  Dian  !)  and  a  hundred  gods.  740 

The  place  fhe  fprinkled,  where  her  altars  flood. 

With  ftreams  diiTembled  from  Avernus'  flood. 

And  black  envenom'd  herbs  flie  brings,  reap'd  down 

With  brazen  fickles,  by  the  glimmering  moon. 

Then  crops  the  potent  knots  of  love  with  care,        745 

That  from  the  young  eflrange  the  parent  mare. 

Now  with  a  facred  cake  and  lifted  hands. 

All  bent  on  death,  before  her  altar  fliands 

The  royal  vi<5Hm,  the  devoted  fair ; 

Her  robes  were  gather'd,  and  one  foot  was  bare.    750 

She  calls  on  every  flar  in  folemn  flate, 

Whofe  guilty  beams  fliine  confcioi  s  of  her  fate  : 

She  calls  to  witiiefs  every  god  above. 

To  pay  due  vengeance  for  her  injur 'd  love. 

'Twas  night;  and,  weary  with  the  toils  of  day,      755 

In  foft  repofe  the  whole  creation  lay. 

The  murmurs  of  the  groves  and  furges  die. 

The  ftars  roll  folemn  through  th-^  glowing  fky ; 

Wide  o'er  the  fields  a  brooding  filence  reigns. 

The  flocks  lie  flretch'd  along  the  flow'ry  plains ;      760 

The  faiious  favages  that  haunt  the  woods. 

The  painted  birds,  the  fiihes  of  the  floods ; 

All,  all,  beneath  the  general  darknefs,  fliare 

In  fleep,  a  foft  forgetfalnefs  of  care  ; 

All  but  the  haplefs  queen;  — for  love  denies  jC^ 

Reft  to  her  thoughts,  and  flumber  to  her  eyes. 

Her 
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Her  paffions  grow  ftill  fiercer,  and  by  turns 

With  love  fhe  maddens,  and  with  wrath  (he  burns. 

The  ilruggling  tides  in  different  motions  roll. 

And  thus  flie  vents  the  tempeft  of  her  foul:  yyo 

What  ihall  I  do? — fhall  I  in  vain  implore 
The  royal  lovers  I  difdain'd  before  ? 
Or,  flighted  in  my  turn  with  haughty  pride. 
Court  the  fierce  tyrant  whom  I  once  deny'd  ? 
Shall  I  the  Trojans  bafe  commands  obey,  775 

Their  flave,  their  fuppliant,  through  the  watry  way  ? 
Yes — for  my  bounties,  and  my  former  aid 
By  Troy  already  Hand  fo  well  repaid  I 
And  yet  fuppofe  I  were  inclined  to  go ; 
The  haughty  failors  would  but  mock  my  woe.         780 
Hafl  thou  not  yet,  not  yet,  Eliza,  known 
The  perjur'd  fons  of  proud  Laomedon  ? 
What ! — ihall  I  follow  through  the  roaring  main. 
Sole  and  abandon'd,  their  triumphant  train. 
Or  drive  'em  through  the  deeps  with  fword  and  fire,  785 
With  all  my  armies,  all  the  fons  of  Tyre  ? 
But  can  I  draw  to  fea  thofe  Tyrian  bands 
I  drew  reluftant  from  their  native  lands? 
Die  then  as  thou  deferv'ft;  in  death  repofe; 
The  fword,  the  friendly  fvord,  ftiall  end  thy  woes.  790 
You  firll,  dear  fifter,  by  ray  for^ows  mov'd, 
Expo^'d  me  raftily  to  the  wretch  I  iov'd ; 
Your  prompt  obedience,  and  ofhcious  care 
Fann'd  the  young  flame,  and  plung'd  me  in  defpair. 
Oh  1  had  I  learn'dlike  favages  to  rove,  795 

And  never  kriovvn  the  v,oes  of  bridal  love  1 

1  prov'd 
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I  prov'd  unfaithful  to  my  former  fpoufe. 
And  now  I  reap  the  fruits  of  broken  vows ! 

Thus  vents  the  mournful  queen,  by  love  oppreft. 
The  grief  that  ra^'d  tumultuous  in  her  breaft.  800 

Meantime  with  all  things  ready  for  his  flight. 
In  thoughtlefs  Heep  the  hero  paft  the  night. 
To  whom  again  the  feathtr'd  Hermes  came. 
His  youthful  figure,  looks  and  voice  the  fame. 
And  thus  alarms  the  flumb 'ring  prince  once  more ;  805 
What — can'fl  thou  fleep  in  this  important  hour? 
Nor  all  thy  dangers  canfl  thou  yet  furvey  ? 
Nor  hear  the  zephyrs  call  thee  to  the  fea  ? 
Mad  as  thou  art  1  -determin'd  on  her  doom. 
She  forms  deiigns  of  mifchiefs  yet  to  come.  810 

Then  fly  her  fary  while  thou  yet  canii  fly> 
Before  Aurora  gilds  the  purple  {ky; 
ply,_or  the  floods  fliaii  foon  be  cover'd  o'er 
With  numerous  fleets,  and  armies  crowd  the  fhore. 
And  direful  brands  with  long-projetfled  rays,  815 

Shall  Lt  the  land  and  ocean  in  a  blaze. 
Ev'n  now  her  dread  revenge  is  on  the  wing ; 
Rife,  prince  ;  a  woman  is  a  changeful  thing. 
This  fa:d>  at  once  he  took  his  rapid  flight, 
DiflTolv'd  in  air,  and  mingled  with  the  night.  820 

The  hero  fl:arts  from  fleep  in  wild  fjrprife. 
Struck  with  the  glorious  viflon  from  the  ficies. 
And  roufes  all  the  train :  awake,  unbind. 
And  fl:retch,  my  friends,  the  canvas  to  the  wind ; 
Seize,  feize  your  oars ;  the  god  defcends  again,      825 
To  bid  me  fly,  and  launch  into  the  main. 

Who- 
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Whoe'er  thou  art,  thou  blefl  celelHal  guide. 

Thy  courfe  we  follow  through  the  foamy  tide ; 

With  joy  thy  facred  orders  we  obey ; 

And  may  thy  friendly  ftars  direct  the  way.  83 0 

Sudden,  he  drew  his  Avord  as  thus  he  faid. 

And  cut  the  haulfers  with  the  flaming  blade; 

With  the  fam.e  ardor  iir'd,  the  iliouting  train 

Fly,  feize  their  oars,  and  rufli  into  the  main. 

At  once  the  floods  with  flnps  were  cover'd  o*er,       83^; 

And  not  one  Tix)jan  left  upon  the  ftiore  ; 

All  flretching  to  the  ftroke,  with  vigour  f^eep 

The  whitening  furge,  and  plough  the  fmoking  deep. 

Now  o'er  the  glittering  hwns  Aurora  fpread 
Her  orient  beam,  and  left  her  golden  bed.  84* 

Soon  as  the  queen  at  early  dawn  beheld 
The  navy  move  along  the  wat'ry  field. 
In  pomp  and  order,  from  her  lofty  tow'r ; 
And  Taw  th'  abandon'd  port,  and  empty  fliore; 
Thrice  hjr  fierce  hands  in  madnefs  of  defpair  845 

Beat  her  white  breall:,  and  tore  her  golden  hair. 

Then  fliall  the  traitor  fly,  ye  gods!    (Qie  faid) 
And  leave  my  kingdom,  and  infulted  bed  ? 
And  iliall  not  Carthage  pour  in  arms  away  ? 
Run  there,  and  launch  my  navies  on  the  fea.  850 

Fly,  fly  with  all  your  fails,  ye  fons  of  Tyre ; 
Kurl  flames  on  flames ;  involve  his  fleet  in  fire. 
What  have  I  faid  ? — ah  I  impotent  and  vain  I 
I  rave,  I  rave — what  madnefs  turns  my  brain  ? 
Now  can  you.  Dido,  at  fo  late  a  time,  85^ 

Refled  with  horror  on  your  former  crime? 

Wen 
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Well  had  this  rage  been  fhown,  when  firft  you  led 

The  wretch,  a  partner  to  your  throne  and  bed. 

This  is  the  prince,  the  pious  prince,  who  bore 

His  gods  and  relicks  from  the  Phrygian  ihore !        860 

And  laic  convey  d  his  venerable  fire  '. 

On  his  own  Ihoulders  through  the  Trojan  fire ! 

Could  i  not  tear,  and  throw  him  for  a  prey. 

Bale  wretch  1  to  every  monfrtr  of  the  fea? 

.Stab  all  his  finends,  his  darling  fon  deftroy,  865 

And  to  his  table  feive  the  murder'd  boy? 

For  bent  on  death,  and  valiant  from  defpa'r. 

Say  —could  I  dread  the  doubtful  chance  of  war  ? 

No — but  my  flames  had  redden'd  all  the  leas ; 

,Wrapt  all  the  flying  navy  in  the  blaze;  Sjo 

Deftroy'd  the  race,  the  father  and  the  fon. 

And  cro.vn'd  the  general  ruin  with  my  own. 

Thou  glorious  fun !  whofe  piercing  eyes  furvey 

Thefe  worlds  terrellrial  in  thy  fiery  way. 

And  thou,  O  Juno  !  bend  thy  aweful  head,  875 

Great  queen,  aid  guardian  of  the  bridal  bed ; 

Hear  thou,  dire  Hecate  !  from  hell  profound, 

Whofe  rites  noflurnal  through  the  fl:reets  re  bund. 

Hear  all  ye  furies,  fiends,  and  gods,  who  wait 

,To;p^y  due  vengeance  for  Eliza's  fate  I  880 

If  to  the  deilin'd  port  the  wretch  mufl:  come. 

If  fach  be  Jove's  unalterable  doom  : 

Still  let  him  wander,  tofs'd  from  place  to  place. 

Far  from  his  country,  and  his  Ion's  embrace. 

By  barbarous  nations  harrafs'd  with  alarms;  885 

And  take  the  field  with  unfuccefsful  arms ; 

For 


} 


VIRGIL'S    ^NEID.    BOOK    IV 

For  foreign  aid  to  diftant  regions  fly. 

See  all  his  friends  a  common  carnage  lie  ; 

And  when  he  gains,  his  ruin  to  compleat, 

A  peace  more  ihameful  than  his  pall  defeat;  890 

Nor  life  nor  empire  let  him  long  maintain. 

But  fall,  by  murderous  hands  untimely  (lain. 

And  lie  unburied  on  the  naked  plain  ! 

This  vow,  ye  gods,  Eliza  pours  in  death, 

With  her  laft  blood,  and  her  lad  gafping  breath !    895 

Oh  !-— in  the  filent  grave  when  Dido  lies. 

Rife  in  thy  rage,  thou,  great  avenger,  rife  [ 

Againfl  curs'd  Troy,  go  mighty  fon  of  Tyre, 

Go,  in  the  pomp  of  famine,  fword,  and  fire  ! 

And  you,  my  Tyrians,  Vv'ith  immortal  hate,  900 

In  future  times,  purfae  the  Dardcm  ft  ate. 

No  peace,  no  commerce  with  the  race  be  made : 

Pay  this  lafl:  duty  to  your  princefs'  Ihade ; 

Fight,  when  your  pow'rs  fupplies  fo  juft  a  rage; 

Fight  now,  fight  ftill,  in  every  diftant  age ;  90c 

By  land,  by  fea,  in  arms  the  nation  dare. 

And  wage,  from  fon  to  fon,  eternal  v/ar  ! 

This  faid,  Ihe  bends  her  various  thoughts  to  clofe 
Her  hated  life,  and  finifh  all  her  woes. 
Then  to  her  hufoand's  nurfe  ihe  gave  comm.and,     9 1  o 
(Her  own  lay  bury'd  in  her  native  land) 
Go,  Barce,  go,  and  bid  my  filler  bring 
The  fable  vidims  for  the  Stygian  king. 
But  firll  be  fprinkled  from  the  limpid  fpring. 
Thus  let  her  come  ;  and,  while  I  pay  my  vows,      91^ 
Thou  too  in  fillets  bind  thy  aged  brows. 

Vol.  LIII.  D  Fain 
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Fain  would  I  kindle  now  the  facred  pyre. 

And  fee  the  Trojan  image  fink  in  fire. 

Thus  I  complete  the  rites  to  Stygian  Jove, 

And  then  farewell— a  long  farewell  to  love  1  gio 

She  faid  ;  the  matron,  Hudious  to  obey. 

With  duteous  fpeed  runs  trembling  all  the  way. 

Now  to  the  fatal  court  fierce  Dido  flies. 
And  rolls  around  her  fiery  glaring  eyes  ; 
Though  pale  and  fhivering  at  her  purpos'd  doom,  925 
And  every  dreadful  thought  of  death  to  come  : 
Yet  many  a  crimfon  flufh,  with  various  grace. 
Glows  on  her  cheek,  and  kindles  in  her  face. 
Furious  fhe  mounts  the  pyre,  and  draws  the  fword. 
The  fatal  prefent  of  the  Dardan  lord  ;  930 

For  no  fuch  end  bellow'd ;— the  confcious  bed. 
And  robes  fhe  view'd  ;  and  tears  in  filence  fhed  ; 
Stood  Hill,  and  paus'd  a  moment,— then  fhe  cafl 
Her  body  on  the  couch,  and  fpoke  her  laii  : 

Ye  dear,  dear  relicks  of  the  man  I  lov'd  !  93$ 

While  fate  confented,  and  the  gods  approv'd. 
Relieve  my  woes,  this  rage  of  love  control. 
Take  my  lall  breath,  and  catch  my  parting  foul. 
My  fatal  courfe  is  finilh'd,  and  I  go 
A  ghoft  majeftic  to  the  realms  below.  94.O 

Well  have  I  liv'd  to  fee  a  glorious  town 
Rais'd  by  thefe  hands,  and  bulwarks  of  my  own ; 
Of  all  its  trophies  robb'd  my  brother's  fword. 
And  on  the  wretch  reveng'd  my  murther'd  lord. 
Happy  !  thrice  happy  !  if  the  Dardan  band  945 

Had  never  touch'd  upon  the  Libyan  land. 

Then 
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Then  preffing  with  her  lips  the  Trojan  bed. 
Shall  I  then  die,  and  unreveng'd  ?   (ihe  faid) 
Yet  die  I  will,— -and  thus,  and  thus,  I  go-— 
Thus— fly  with  pleafure  to  the  Ihades  below.  950 

This  blaze  may  yon'  proud  Trojan  from  the  fea. 
This  death,  an  omen  of  his  own,  furvey. 

Meantime,  the  fad  attendants,  as  ihe  fpoke. 
Beheld  her  flrike,  and  fmk  beneath  the  ftroke. 
At  once  her  fnowy  hands  were  purpled  o'er,  955 

And  the  bright  faulchion  fmok'd  with  ftreaming  gore. 
Her  fudden  fate  is  blaz'd  the  city  round ; 
The  length'ning  crie»  from  ftreet  to  ftreet  refound; 
To  female  fhrieks  the  regal  dome  replies. 
And  the  Ihrill  echoes  ring  amidll  the  ikies ;  960 

As  all  fair  Carthage,  or  her  mother  Tyre, 
Storm'd  by  the  foe,  had  funk  in  floods  of  fire ; 
And  the  fierce  flame  devour'd  the  proud  abodes. 
With  all  the  glorious  temples  of  the  gods. 

Her  breathlefs  fiiler  runs  with  eager  pace,  965 

And  beats  her  throbbing  breait,  and  beauteous  face. 
Fierce  through  the  parting  crowds  the  virgin  flies. 
And  on  her  dying  dear  Eliza's  cries. 
Was  this,  my  Dido,  ah  !  was  this  the  way 
You  took,  yoiu-  eafy  flUer  to  betray  ?  9-0 

Was  it  for  this  my  hands  prepar'd  the  pyre. 
The  fatal  altar,  and  the  funeral  fire  ? 
Where  fliall  my  plaints  begin?-— ah  !  wretch  undone 
Now  left  abandon'd  to  my  woes  alone  ! 
Was  I  unworthy  then,  to  yield  my  breath,  975 

And  ihare  thy  fweet  fociety  in  death  ? 

D  2  Me. 
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Me,  me  you  lliould  have  call'd,  your  fate  to  fhare 
From  tne  fame  weapon,  and  the  lame  defpair. 
And  did  thefe  hands  the  lofty  pile  compofe  ? 
Did  I  invoke  our  gods  with  folemn  vows?  c;8o 

Only--, -ah  cruel!  to  be  fent  away 
From  the  fad  fcene  of  death  I  now  furvey  ? 
You  by  this  fatal  ftroke,  and  I,  and  all. 
Your  fenate,  people,  and  your  Carthage  fall. 
Bring,  bring  me  water;  let  me  bathe  in  death         985 
Her  bleeding  wounds,  and  catch  her  parting  breath. 
Then  up  the  fteep  afcent  fhe  flew,  and  prell 
Her  dying  filler  to  her  heaving  breaft ; 
With  cries  fucceeding  cries  her  robes  unbound. 
To  llanch  the  blood  that  iflli'd  from  the  wound.      990 
Her  bofom  groaning  with  convulfive  pain. 
She  ftrives  to  raife  her  heavy  lids  in  vain. 
And  in  a  moment  fmks,  and  fwoons  again. 
Prop'd  on  her  elbow,  thrice  Ihe  rear'd  her  head. 
And  thrice  fell  back,  and  fainted  on  the  bed ;  995 

Sought  with  her  fvvimming  eyes  the  golden  light. 
And  faw  the  fun,  but  ficken'd  at  the  fight. 
Then  mighty  Juno,  with  a  melting  eye. 
Beheld  her  dreadful  anguiih  from  the  iky ; 
And  bade  fair  Iris,  from  the  Harry  pole,  1 000 

Fly,  and  enlarge  her  agonizing  foul : 
For  as  Ihe  dy'd  by  love  before  the  time. 
Nor  fell  by  fate,  nor  perifli'd  for  a  crime. 
Not  yet  had  Proferpine,  with  early  care, 
Clip'd  from  her  head  the  fatal  golden  haL- ;  1005 

The 


} 
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The  folemn  ofFering  to  the  pow'rs  below. 

To  free  the  fpirit,  and  relieve  her  woe. 

Swifc  from  the  glancing  fun  the  goddefs  drew 

-A  thoufand  mingling  coloars,  as  £he  flew  : 

Then  radiant  hover'd  o'er  the  dying  fair  j  loio 

And  lo  !  thio  confecrated  lock  I  bear 

To  Stygian  Jove  :  and  now,  as  heav'n  ordains, 

Releafe  thy  foul  from  thefe  corporeal  chains. 

The  goddefs  ilretch'd  her  hand,  as  thus  fhe  faid. 

And  clip'd  the  facred  honours  of  her  head;  10 15 

The  vital  fpirit  fiies,  no  more  conhi'd, 

Diifolves  in  air,  and  mingles  with  the  wind. 


End  of  the  Fourth  Book. 
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ARGUMENT. 

-^neas  fetting  fail  from  Africk,  is  driven  by  a  ftorm  on 
the  coafts  of  Sicily,  where  he  is  hofpitably  received 
by  his  friend  Aceftes,  king  of  part  of  the  ifland,  and 
born  of  Trojan  parentage.  He  celebrates  the  me- 
mory of  his  father  with  divine  honours,  inftitutes 
funeral  games,  and  appoints  prizes  for  thofe  who 
ftiould  conquer  in  them.  While  the  ceremonies  were 
performing,  Juno  fends  Iris  to  perfuade  the  Trojan 
women  to  burn  the  (hips,  who,  uponjier  infligation, 
fet  fire  to  tliem ;  which  burnt  four,  and  would  have 
confumed  the  i  efr,  had  not  Jupiter  by  a  fudden  fnower 
extinguifhed  it.  Upon  this,  -^neas,  by  the  advice  of 
one  of  his  generals,  and  a  vifion  of  his  father,  builds 
a  city,  for  the  women,  old  men,  and  others,  who  were 
either  unfit  for  war,  or  weary  of  the  voyage  ;  and 
fails  for  Italy.  Venus  procures  of  Neptune  a  fafe 
voyage  for  him  and  all  his  men,  excepting  only  his 
pilot  Palinurus,  x'v'ho  was  unfortunately  loll. 
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"VTOW  with  a  profp'rous  breeze,  ^neas  held 

"^^  ^    His  deftin'd  courfe,  and  picugh'd  the  wat'ry  field ; 

Unhappy  Dido's  funeral  flames  furveys. 

That  gild  the  fpires,  and  round  the  bulwarks  blaze ; 

But  foon  the  hidden  caufe  the  prince  divin'd  5 

From  the  known  tranfports  of  a  female  mind  ; 

With  fuch  a  whirl  their  fi^ry  paffions  move. 

In  the  m.ad  rage  of  difappointed  love  ! 

Now  o'er  the  deep  the  rapid  gal  lies  fly. 
And  the  vafc  round  v/as  only  v/ave  and  iliy.  1  o 

A  clcud  all  charg'd  with  livid  darknefs  fpreads, 
Black'ning  the  floods,  and  gathering  o'er  their  heads. 
Aloud  the  careful  Palinurus  cries ; 
Lo  1  what  a  dreadful  florm  involves  the  fldes  I 
Oh  !  Neptune,  mighty  father  of  the  main  1  15 

What  tempefc'i  threaten  from  thy  wat'ry  reign  ? 
Then  he  commands  to  furl  the  Tails,  and  fweep 
With  every  bending  oar  the  foamy  deep. 
Himfelf,  to  break  the  blafl,  his  fails  inciiii'd. 
And  fled  obliquely  with  tlie  driving  wind.  zo 

Oh  !  mighty  prince,  the  trembling  mafler  cry'd. 
Scarce  could  I  hope,  in  fuch  a  toifing  tide. 

To 
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To  reach  Hefperia  and  rurmount  the  flood. 

Though  Jove  had  paft  the  promife  of  a  God. 

See  !  from  the  weft  what  thwarting  winds  arife  !       25 

How  in  one  cloud  are  gathered  half  the  ikies  ! 

In  vain  our  courfe  we  labour  to  maintain. 

And,  flruggling,  work  againll  the-ftorm  in  vain. 

Let  us,  fmce  fortune  mocks  our  toil,  obey. 

And  fpeed  our  voyage,  where  {he  points  the  way.     30 

For  not  far  diftant  lies  the  reahn,  that  bore 

Your  brother  Eryx,  the  Sicilian  fhore. 

If  right  I  judge,  whofe  eyes  with  conftant  care 

Have  watch 'd  the  heav'ns,  retracing  every  ftar. 

I  fee,  reply 'd  the  prince,  thy  fruitlefs  pain,  35 

That  long  has  llruggled  with  the  winds  in  vain. 
Then  change  thy  courfe,  the  whirling  gufts  obey. 
And  fteer  vv'ith  opei  fails  a  different  way. 
Oh  !  to  what  dearer  land  can  i  retreat  ? 
There  I  may  rig  again  my  fhatter'd  fleet :  40 

That  land  my  fatiier's  facred  duft  contains. 
And  there  my  Trojan  friend,  Aceit?s  reigns. 
This  faid,  they  freer  tlieir  courfe  ;  the  wcftern  gales 
With  friendly  breezes  firetch  their  bellying  fails  ; 
Smooth  o'er  the  tides  the  flying  navy  paft,  45; 

And  reach'd  with  joy  the  well-known  fliore  at  Lift. 

The  king  with  wonder  from  a  mountain's  brow 
Beheld  the  fleet  approach  the  coaft  below ; 
Then,  with  a  javelin  in  his  hand,  defcends. 
Clad  in  a  lion's  fpoils,  to  meet  his  friends,  ^» 

This  monarch  fprung  from  great  Criniftis'  flood ; 
His  Trojan  mother  mingling  with  the  god. 

With 


VIRGIL'S   ^NE  ID.    BOOKV.        43 

With  due  regard  he  hails  the  kmdred  train, 
Arriv'd  from  Carthage  at  his  realms  again ; 
With  feafts  their  fainting  fpirits  he  reftor'd ;  55 

And  rural  viands  crcnvn'd  the  generous  board. 

Now  the  diminiih'd  ftars  had  fled  away 
Before  the  glories  of  the  dawning  day. 
His  friends  ^neas  fummon'd  from  the  coaft ; 
Then  from  a  rifmg  point  befpoke  the  holl :  60 

Ye  far-fam'd  Tons  of  Troy,  a  race  divine, 
Whofe  fathers  fprung  from  Jove's  immortal  line. 
Now  the  full  circle  of  the  year  runs  round. 
Since  we  difpos'd  my  fire  in  foreign  ground, 
Rais'd  verdant  altars  to  the  mighty  fhade,  65 

And  paid  all  funeral  honours  to  the  dead : 
And  now  the  fatal  day  is  juft  return'd. 
By  me  (fo  Pleav'n  ordains)  with  ntes  adorn'd. 
For  ever  honour'd,  and  for  ever  mourn'd ; 
Though  banilh'd  to  the  burning  Libyan  fand,  70 

Though  led  a  captive  to  the  Argive  land. 
Though  loft  and  fnipwreck'd  on  the  Grecian  fea, 
Still  would  I  Iblemmze  this  facred  day. 
Sure  all  the  friendly  pow'rs  our  courfe  infpire. 
To  the  dear  relicks  of  my  reverend  fire.      .  y^ 

Hafte  then,  the  nev/-adopted  god  adore. 
And  from  his  grace  a  profp'rcus  gale  implore ; 
Implore  a  city,  where  we  Hill  may  pay. 
In  his  own  fane,  the  honours  of  the  day. 
On  every  fnip  r.vo  oxen  are  beilow'd  89 

By  great  Aceites  of  our  Dardan  blood ; 

Call 


} 
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Call  to  the  feaft  your  native  Phrygian  pow'rs. 
With  thofe  the  hofpitable  king  adores. 
Soon  as  the  ninth  fair  mornhig's  opening  light 
Shall  glad  the  world,  and  chace  the  fhades  of  night,  85 
Then  to  my  Trojans  I  propofe,  to  grace 
Thefe  facred  rites,  the  rapid  naval  race  ; 
Then  all,  who  glory  in  their  matchlcfs  force. 
Or  vaunt  their  fiery  fwiftnefs  in  the  coarfe. 
Or  dart  the  fpear,  or  bend  the  twanging  bow,  90 

Or  to  th-  dreadful  gauntlet  dare  the  foe. 
Attend;  and  each  by  merit  bear  away 
The  noble  palms,  and  glories  of  the  day. 
Nov/  grace  your  heads  with  verdant  wreaths,  he  faid ; 
Then  with  his  mother's  myrtle  binds  his  head.  95 

Like  him,  Acexles,  and  the  royal  boy 
Adorn  their  brows,  with  all  the  youth  of  Troy. 
Now  to  the  tomb  furrounded  with  a  throng, 
A  mighty  train,  the  hero  pail  along. 
Two  bowls  of  milk,  and  facred  blood  he  pours;      igkj 
Two  of  pure  wine;  and  fcatters  purple  flow'rs. 
Then  thus — Hail  ficred  fica,  all  hail  again. 
Once  more  reftor'd,  but  ah  !  rei1:or'd  in  vain  ! 
'Twas  more  than  envious  fate  would  give,  to  fee 
The  dellin'd  realms  of  Italy  with  thee  ;  105 

Or  mighty  Tyber's  rolling  Hreams  explore. 
The  facred  flood,  that  bathes  th'  Aiifonian  Ihore. 
Scarce  had  he  faid,  when,  beauteous  to  behold  ! 
fiKjm  the  deep  tomb,  with  many  a  fliining  fold. 
An  azure  ferpent  rofe,   in  fcales.  that  fiam'd  with 
gold:  no 

Like 
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Like  heaven's  bright  bow  his  varying  beauries  flione. 

That  draws  a  thoufand  colours  from  the  fun : 

Pleas'd  round  the  altars  and  the  tomb  to  wind. 

His  glittering  length  of  volumes  trails  behind. 

The  chief  in  deep  amaze  fufpended  hung,  1 1  r 

While  through  the  bowls  the  ferpent  glides  along ; 

Tafles  all  the  food,  then  foftly  Aides  away. 

Seeks  the  dark  tomb,  and  quits  the  facred  prey ; 

Aftonifh'd  at  the  fight,  the  hero  paid 

New  rites,  new  honours  to  his  father's  fliade,  120 

Doubts  if  the  dsmon  of  his  fire  rever'd. 

Or  the  kind  genius  of  the  place  appear'd. 

Five  fable  fleers  he  flew  witli  rites  divine. 

As  many  fnowy  flieep,  and  brifily  fvvine ; 

And  pouring  wine,  invoked  his  father's  fhade  125 

Sent  from  the  darkfome  regions  of  the  dead. 

Then  all  the  train,  who  gather'd  round  the  grave. 

Each  for  his  rank,  proportioned  treafures  gave. 

The  altars  blaze ;  the  victims  round  expire ; 

Some  hang  the  mafly  cauldrons  o'er  the  fire :  130 

Some  o'er  the  grafs  the  glowing  embers  fpread; 

Some  broil  the  entrails  on  the  burning  bed. 

Now  bright  the  ninth  expefted  morning  fhone  ; 
Now  rofe'the  fiery  courfers  of  the  fan. 
When  endlefs  crowds  the  vail  alTembly  crown 'd       135 
From  all  the  wide  difpeopled  country  round. 
Some  rous'd  by  great  Aceftes'  mighty  name. 
Some  to  behold  the  Trojan  flrangers  cam.e. 
Some  to  contend,  and  try  tlie  noble  game. 

In 
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In  \ie\v,  amid  the  fpacious  circle,  lay  l^^ 

The  coftly  gifts,  die  prizes  of  the  day. 
Arms  on  tlie  ground,  and  fecred  tripods  glow. 
With  wreaths  and  palms  to  bind  the  vidor's  brow. 
Silver  and  purple  veils  in  heaps  are  roll'd. 
Rich  robes,  and  talents  of  the  purell  gold ;  145 

And  from  a  mount  the  fpri^htly  trump  proclaims 
To  all  the  gathcr'd  crowd  the  glorious  games. 

Four  well-match'd  galhes  firft,  by  oars  impell'd 
Drawn  from  the  navy,  took  the  wat'ry  field. 
In  the  fwift  Dolphin  mighty  Mneftheus  came,  150 

Mneftheus,  the  founder  of  the  Memmian  name. 
Next  Gyas  in  the  vaft  Chim:era  fweeps 
(Huge  as  a  town)  the  hoarfe  refounding  deeps  : 
Three  rows  of  oars  employ  the  panting  train. 
To  puih  th'  enormous  burthen  o'er  the  main.  155 

Sergeilus  in  the  Centaur  took  his  place. 
The  glorious  father  of  the  Sergian  race. 
In  the  blue  Scylla  great  Cloanthus  rode. 
The  noble  fource  of  our  Cluentian  blood ', 
Far  in  the  main  a  rock  advances  o'er  160 

The  level  tides,  and  fronts  the  foamy  Ihore, 
That  hid  beneath  the  rolling  ocean  lies. 
When  the  black  ftorms  involve  the  Harry  ikies. 
But  in  a  calm  its  lofty  head  difplays 
To  reft  the  birds  who  wing  the  fpacious  feas.  165 

Here  the  great  hero  fixt  an  oaken  bough, 
A  mark,  that  nodded  o'er  the  craggy  brow; 
To  teach  the  train  to  fteer  the  backward  way. 
And  fetch  a  fhorter  circle  round  the  fea : 

Then, 
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Then,  rank'd  by  lot,  confpicuous  o'er  the  flood,  .  1 70 

The  chiefs  array 'd  in  gold  acd  purple  glow'd. 

The  youths  green  poplars  round  their  temples  tvvinej 

And  bright  with  oil  their  naked  bodies  fhine. 

Eager,  they  grafp  their  oars,  andliil'ning  wait  thefign. 

Thick  in  their  hearts  alternate  motions  play,        17^ 

Now  preft  with  beating  fears  they  iink  away. 

Now  throb  with  rifmg  hopes  to  win  the  glorious  day. 

Soon  as  the  trump  the  fint  ihriil  fignal  blew. 

All,  in  a  moment,  from  the  barrier  flew : 

Turn'd  by  their  labouiing  oars  the  furges  rife,  i  So 

And  with  their  fhouts  the  faLors  rend  the  fkies. 

The  foamy  tides  with  equal  furrows  fweep; 

And,  opening  to  the  keel,  divides  the  hoary  deep. 

Not  half  fo  fwift  the  fiery  courfers  pour, 

And,  as  they  fiart,  the  diftant  plain  devour ;  l8jj 

Nor  half  fo  fierce  the  drivers,  pois'd  in  air. 

Urge  the  fleet  ileeds  to  whirl  the  fl}/ing  ear. 

Throw  up  the  reins,  and,  bending  o'er  die  yoke. 

Shout,  lalh,  and  fend  their  fouls  at  every  flroke. 

The  crowds  in  parties  join:  and,  to  the  cries  19® 

And  eager  ihouts,  the  hollow  wood  replies ; 

While  hills  to  hills  repeat  the  mingled  roar. 

And  the  long  echo  rolls  around  the  windmg  fliore. 

With  peals  of  loud  applaufe  from  every  fide 

Firft  Gyas  flew,  and  Ihot  along  the  tide.  1 9^ 

Cloanthus  follows,  but  his  pondVous  fliip. 

Though  better  mann'd,  moves  heavier  on  the  deep. 

Behind,  the  Dolphin  and  the  Centaur  lay. 

At  equal  dirtancc,  on  the  v,  at'ry  way : 

Now 
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Now  darts  the  rapid  dclphin  o'er  the  main,  200 

Now  tiie  vail:  Centaur  wins  the  day  again : 

Then,  fide  by  fide,  and  front  by  front,  they  join. 

And  plough  in  frothy  tracks  the  ruffled  brine. 

And  now  proud  Gyas  reach'd  th'  appointed  place. 

Awhile  the  vii5lor  of  the  wat'ry  race ;  205 

I'hen  to  Menastes  call'd,  and  gave  command. 

To  leave  the  right,  and  fleer  againft  the  land ; 

Let  others  plough  the  deep  ;— in  vain  he  fpoke; 

The  cautious  pilot  dreads  the  lurking  rock. 

And  turns  his  prow,  and  fleers  a  different  road,       2 1  o 

And  leaves  the  (hallows  for  the  open  flood. 

Once  more  in  vain  the  raging  Gyas  cry'd,  "i 

And  lo  !  that  moment,  brave  Cloanthus  fpy'd  > 

Clofe  at  his  back,  who  plough'd  the  nearer  tide.        3 

The  dangerous  way  the  daring  hero  took  215 

Between  bold  Gyas  and  the  founding  rock. 

Sudden  beyond  the  chief  he  (hoots  away. 

Clear  of  the  goal,  and  gains  the  roamy  fea. 

Then  Gyas  wept ;  and  grief  and  rage  enflame 

The  youth,  forgetfal  of  his  friends  and  fame.  220 

From  the  high  ftern,  with  anger  and  difdain, 

He  hurl'd  the  hoary  mafter  in  the  main  ; 

Then  madly  took  himfelf  the  fole  command. 

And  iir'd  his  train,  and  bore  upon  the  land. 

Hoary  with  age,  and  flruggling  long  in  vain,  225 

With  cumb'rous  veils,  Menzetes  mounts  again ; 

TrembHng  he  climb'd  a  lofty  rock  ;  and  dry'd 

His  limbs,  all  drench'd  and  reeking  with  the  tide. 

Loud 
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Loud  kugh'd  the  crowds  to  fee  him  fhoot  away. 

Drink  and  difgorge  by  turns  the  b'-iny  fea.  230 

At  diftance  Mneftheus  and  SergelTas  lie; 

Both  hope  to  pafs  the  fiery  Gyas  by. 

The  Vantage  firft  the  bold  Sergeftiis  took. 

With  rapid  fpeed,  advancing  to  the  rock ; 

But  not  a  length  before  :  the  dolphin  rides  235 

"With  rival  fpeed,  and  bears  upon  her  fides. 

Brave  Mnefcheus  now  inRames  his  naval  crew. 

As  o'er  the  deck  from  man  to  man  he  flew. 

My  brave  aflociates,  in  vvhofe  aid  I  truft. 

You,  whom  I  chofe,  when  Ilion  funk  in  dull:,  240 

Now  fhew  the  flrength  and  ipirit  once  you  fhew'd, 

^yhen  raging  ftorms,  and  Syrtes  you  withllood, 

Plough'd  Malea's  tide,  and  ftem'd  th'  Ionian  flood  : 

Now,  now,  my  friends,  your  utmoft  pow'r  difplay. 

Rife  to  your  oars,  and  fvveep  the  wat'ry  way  :  245 

Nor  flrive  wc  now  the  vidory  to  gain. 


I 


I 


Though  yet !  —but  ah  !  let  thcfe  the  palm  obtain, 
Thofe,  whom  thy  favours  crown,  great  monarch  of 

the  m.ain  I  -* 

But  to  return  the  lags  of  all  the  day  ! 
Oh  !  wipe,  my  friends,  that  Ihameful  ftain  away  '.250 

Fir'd  at  the  word,  each  other  they  provoke  ; 
Springs  the  fv.'ift  fhip  at  every  vigorous  llroke. 
With  painful  fweat  their  heaving  bodies  ftream  ; 
Thick  pant  their  hearts,  and  trembles  every  limb. 
All  bending  to  their  oars  the  labour  p'y;  2^^ 

The  fea  rolls  backward,  and  the  furges  fly. 

A^OL.  LIII.  E  Now, 
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Now,  with  the  wifh'd  fuccefs  they  toil  to  gain. 

Indulgent  fortune  crowns  the  lab'ring  train ; 

Por  while  the  fierce  Sergeftus  nearer  drew. 

And  in  a  fcanty  fpace  too  ralhly  flew,  260 

(His  road  iHll  narrower)  with  a  mighty  ihcck 

He  rufh'd  againll  the  fliarp  projefted  rock. 

Then  flew  the  fliatter'd  oars,  and  flying  rung. 

And  on  the  rugged  fides  the  veflel  hung. 

To  gain  their  floating  oars,  with  mingled  cries,      265 

All  ajm'd  with  iron  poles,  the  failors  rife. 

Fir'd  with  fuccrfs,  along  the  open  feas 

Proud  Mnellheus  flioots,  invoking  every  breeze. 

As  in  her  neil,  within  fome  cavern  hung. 

The  dove  fits  trembling  o'er  her  callow  young,       270 

Till  rous'd  at  laJt  by  fome  impetuous  fliock. 

She  fl:arts  furpris'd,  and  beats  around  the  rock  ; 

Then  to  the  open  field  for  refjge  flies. 

And  the  free  bird  expatiates  in  the  ikies ; 

Her  pinions  pois'd,  through  liquid  air  flie  fprings,  275. 

And  fmoothly  glides,  nor  moves  her  levell'd  wings  : 

So  joyful  Mnellheus  darts  without  control 

O'er  the  wide  ocean,  and  approach'd  the  goal ; 

So  the  fwift  dolpliin  flies  in  open  view, 

Andgain'd  new  iirength,  new  fwiftnefs  as  flie  flew.  280 

Firfl  by  Sergeflus'  fliip  he  Ihoots  along. 

That  in  the  fiielves  and  dang'rous  fliallows  hung  ; 

With  cries  the  chief  his  rival's  aid  implores. 

And  flrives  in  vain  to  row  with  Ihatter'd  cars. 

Next  fiery  Gyas  he  with  fhouts  purfu'd,  285 

Who,  in  the  huge  Chimera  ftem'd  the  flood  ; 

She 
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She  yields,  depriv'd  of  her  experienc'd  guide; 

And  fees  her  rival  fly  triumphant  o'er  the  tide. 

Now,  near  the  port,  with  all  his  pow'r  he  fcrains 

To  pafs  Cloanthus,  who  the  lalt  remains.  290 

The  doubling  fhouts  infpire  him  as  he  flies 

And  the  long  peal  runs  rattling  round  the  ikies : 

Thefe,  flufh'd  with  pride,  would  call  their  lives  away. 

Ere  they  refign  the  glories  of  the  day  : 

Thofe,  by  fuccefs,  in  flirength  and  fpirit  rife,  295 

And  their  fierce  hopes  already  win  the  prize. 

Thus  haply  both  with  level  beaks  had  ply'd 

The  furge,  and  rode  the  vi<fLors  of  the  tide ; 

But  brave  Cloanthus  o'er  the  rolling  floods 

Stretch'd  wide  his  hands,  and  thus  invol^'d  the  gods  :  30© 

Ye  pow'rs  !  on  whofe  wild  empire  I  difplay 

My  flying  fails,  and  plough  the  wat'ry  way ; 

Oh  !  hear  your  fuppliant,  and  my  vov/  facceed ; 

Then  on  thefe  fliores  a  mi!k-v/hite  bull  fliall  bleed ; 

And  purple  wine  your  filver  waves  fliall  ftain,  305 

And  facred  viflims  glut  the  greedy  main. 

Thus  he — and  every  Nereid  heard  the  vow. 

With  mighty  Phorcus  from  the  deeps  below. 

And  great  Portunus,  with  his  ample  hand, 

Pufli'd  on  the  rapid  galley  to  the  land.  310 

Swift  as  the  hifiing  javelin  cuts  the  fkies. 

Swift  as  a  whirlwind,  to  the  port  flie  flies. 

And  now  the  herald's  voice  proclaims  aloud 
Cloanthus  viclor,  to  the  fliouting  crowd. 
The  mighty  prince  himfelf,  with  verdant  boughs    3 1 5 
Of  vivid  laurel,  binds  the  hero's  brows. 

E  z  Three 
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Three  fleers,  and  one  large  talent  are  bellow'd 
On  every  rival  crew,  that  plough'd  the  flood. 
But  to  the  glorious  leaders,  bold  and  brave. 
The  generous  chief  dillinguifh'd  honours  gave.        320 
A  robe  the  vicior  ihar'd,  where  purple  plays, 
Mixt  with  rich  gold,  in  every  Ihining  maze. 
There  royal  Ganymede,  inwrought  with  art. 
O'er  hills  and  foreils  hunts  the  bounding  hart ; 
The  beauteous  youth,  all  wondrous  to  behold  !        325 
Pants  in  the  moving  threads,  and  lives  in  gold  : 
From  tow'ring  Ida  ilioots  the  bird  of  Jove, 
And  bears  him  ftruggling  through  the  clouds  above ; 
With  out-ftretch'd  hands  his  hoary  guardians  cry 
And  the  loud  holinds  fpring  furious  at  the  iky.         330 
On  Mnellheus  next,  the  chief  who  bore  away 
The  fecond  glorious  honours  of  the  day, 
A  fhiniiig  mail  the  generous  prince  beflcws, 
That,  rich  with  clafps  of  gold,  refulgent  glows. 
Who  ftript  Demoleus  of  the  coilly  load  335 

In  Trojan  fields,  by  Simois'  mighty  flood  : 
Two  labouring  fervants,  with  united  toil  [fpoil : 

And  llrength  conjoin'd,    fcarce  heav'd  th'   enormous 
Yet  in  thefe  arms  of  old,  vsdth  matchlefs  might. 
The  fwift  Demoleus  chac'd  his  foes  in  fight.  340 

This  mail,  /Eneas  gave  the  cliief  to  bear, 
A  fure  defence  and  ornament  in  v.-ar. 
The  next  rich  prefents  mighty  Gyas  grace. 
Two  ponderous  cauldrons  of  refulgent  brafs ; 
Two  filver  goblets,  wrought  v/ith  art  divine,  345 

That  rough,  ajid  bright  with  fculptur'd  figures  Ihine. 

Proud 


fwain  355  T 
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Proud  of  their  gifts  the  lofty  leaders  tread. 

And  purple  fillets  glitter  on  their  head. 

When,  from  the  rock  fcarce  difengaged  with  pain, 

Sergeflus  brings  his  fliatter'd  fhip  again.  350 

One  fide  all  maim'd,  fhe  ilowly  moves  along, 

Spoil'd  of  her  oars  amid  the  hooting  throng ; 

As  when  a  ling'ring  fate  the  ferpent  feels. 

Obliquely  crulh'd  beneath  the  brazen  wheels 

Or,  bruis'd  and  mangled  by  the  cruel  fwain 

With  fome  huge  ilone,  writhes  v,ith  the 

And  rolls  and  twills  her  fcaly  folds  in 

Above,  all  fierce  her  glittering  volumes  rife. 

Flames  in  her  creft,  and  lightning  in  her  eyes ; 

But  maim'd  below,  and  tardy  v. ith  the  wound,        360 

tier  train  unfolded  drags  along  the  ground. 

So  maim'd  and  flow  the  (hatter'd  gaily  pail. 

But  aided  by  her  fails  fhe  reach'd  the  port  at  lall:. 

Plaas'd  with  the  vetlel  and  the  crew  reftor'd. 

The  generous  prince  rcv/ards  their  haplefs  lord.       365 

The  promis'd  prsfent  to  the  chief  he  gave ; 

Pholoe,  the  beauteous  fem.ale  Cretan  flave. 

In  v/orks  of  art  fuperior  to  the  reft. 

And  proud  of  two  fair  infants  at  the  breafl. 

This  contefc  o'er  ;  with  thoufii-uls  in  his  train,     370 
Mov'd  the  great  hero  to  a  fpacious  plain. 
Pligh  hills  the  verdant  theatre  furrcund  ; 
And  wa-ving  Vvoods  the  mighty  circuit  crown'd. 
tlither,  with  all  the  crowds  the  prince  v.  ithdrew. 
And  took  his  fylvan  throne  in  open  view.  3 
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Here  colHy  gifts  the  chief  propos'd,  to  grace 

The  fprightly  youths  that  urge  the  rapid  race. 

Now  throng  the  Trojan  and  Sicilian  band ; 

And  firft  Euryalus  and  Nifus  ftand ; 

That,  for  his  youthful  charms  admir'd  by  Troy;    380 

This,  for  chafte  friendfhip  to  the  beauteous  boy. 

Next  to  the  conteft,  warm  with  hopes  of  fame. 

Of  Priam's  royal  race,  Diores  came, 

S alius  and  Patron  then  in  order  pafl ; 

Epirus  one,  and  one  Arcadia  grac'd.  385 

Brave  Helymus  and  Panopes  fucceed ; 

Two  valiant  youths  in  fair  Trinacria  bred ; 

Who  v/ith  Aceftes  drove  the  favage  race 

From  wood  to  v/ood,  long  pradlis'd  to  the  chace. 

And  mighty  numbers  more,  unknown  to  fame,        390 

Advance  in  crowds  to  fhare  the  glorious  game. 

High  in  the  midil  JExiqcLs  rear'd  his  head. 

And  oh  I  attend,  ye  generous  youths,   (he  faid ;) 

Of  all  V.  ho  try  the  fortune  of  the  day. 
Not  one  lliall  go  without  a  gift  away.  395 

With  two  bright  Cretan  lance.s,  each  Ihall  iliare 
An  ax  with  filver  grav'd,  to  iliine  in  war. 
Diilinguiih'd  gifts  and  olive  v/reaths  ihall  grace 
The  three  triumphant  vi6lors  of  the  race. 
On  the  firfl  youth  a  courfcr  I  beftow,  4,00 

Whofe  trappings  rich  with  gold  and  purple  glow  : 
The  next  a  quiver  charg'd  with  iliafts  fhall  claim. 
Such  as  adorns  an  Amazonian  dame ; 
Ciafp'd  by  a  gem,  refulgent  to  behold. 
Shines  the  bright  trophy  with  a  belt  of  gold.  405 

On 
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On  the  proud  youth  this  gift  Ihall  be  conferr'd: 
And  this  fair  Argive  heim  ihall  grace  the  third. 

This  faid,  they  took  their  place ;  the  trumpet  blew ; 
And  ail  impetuous  from  the  barrier  flew : 
Fierce  as  a  tempeft,  o'er  the  plain  they  paft  41© 

From  the  firlt  ipace,  and  gain  upon  the  lall. 
Firil  Nifiis  fprung,  and  left  the  crowd  behind. 
Swift  as  the  lightning,  or  the  wings  of  wind. 
Next,  but  the  next  with  many  a  length  between. 
Young  Salius  ikim'd  along  the  level  green.  415 

Euryalus,  the  third,  icarce  touched  the  plain ; 
Behind,  bold  Helymus  his  rival  ran  ; 
But,  hovering  o'er  him,  runs  Diores  nigh ; 
Now  fide  by  fide,  and  foot  by  foot  they  lly. 
The  youth  had  conquer'd  in  a  longer  way,  420 

Or  undecided  left  the  honours  of  the  day. 
And  now  they  juft  approach 'd  with  rapid  pace, 
Tir'd  with  the  toil,  the  limit  of  the  race, 
Vv'hen  Nifus  fell  amid  the  flippery  plain. 
Drench  v.ith  the  copious  b^.ood  of  vi£lims  ilain.        425 
His  feet  no  more  the  fnouting  viclor  held ; 
Aloft  they  fly,  and  quiver  on  the  field. 
Headlong  he  fell,  with  mud  all  cover'd  o'er. 
And  every  limb  was  flain'd  with  facred  gore. 
Yet,  as  he  weltered  on  the  ground,  he  ilrove  430 

To  fiievv'  Euryalus  his  ardent  love. 
Fcr  now,  ev'n  now,  tlie  youth  his  body  threw 
Bt'fore  h's  rival  Sahus,  as  he  flew  : 
He  fell,  and  on  the  ground  extended  lay ; 
Thus  favour'd  by  his  friend,  fprung  f»vif:  away    435 
Tlie  ycuig  Euryalus,  and  won  the  day. 

E4  '  At 
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At  once  beyond  the  goal  the  vi6lor  flies  ; 

Siiouts  of  applaufe  tumultuous  rend  the  ikies. 

Next  Helymus,  and  next  Diores  came 

With  eager  ardor,  now  the  third  in  fame.  440 

Now  Salius  fills  the  ring  with  clam'rous  cries. 

By  turns  to  every  hoary  judge  applies. 

Storms  at  the  fraud,  and  claims  the  rightful  prize. 

Bi'jt  favour,  winning  tears,  and  youthful  grace. 

Plead  for  the  boy>  the  victor  of  the  race.  445 

Diores  too,  before  the  partial  crowd. 

Defends  the  young  Euryalus  aloud; 

Who  now  mull  urge  his  claim,  fhould  Salius  gain 

The  firft  proud  honours,  to  the  third  in  vain. 

Thus  then  the  prince — In  order  fliall  we  pay       450 
To  each  brave  youth  the  prizes  of  the  day  : 
Since  tliefe  are  ihar'd,  permit  me  to  extend 
One  proof  of  pity  to  a  haplefs  friend  : 
This  faid,  on  Salius  generous  be  beftow'd 
A  lion's  yellow  fpoils,  (a  coHly  load  1)  455 

With  martial  pride  his  fnoulders  to  infold ; 
Rough  was  tiie  dreadful  mane,  the  paws  were  fiieath'd 

in  gold. 
When  Nifus  thus, — If  fuch  high  prefents  grace 
Salius  v.'ho  fell,  firil  vanquilTi'd  in  the  race, 
\yhat  gifr  ihall  I  receive,  who  bore  av/ay,  460 

And  ilili  had  held  the  honours  of  the  day, 
Kad  not  that  fortune,  v/hich  my  foe  o'erthrev/, 
Befa-l'n  unhappy  Nifus,  as  he  flew  ? 
Then  iliov/'d  his  robes  and  face  with  blood  defil'd : 
Th'  indulgent  father  of  the  people  fmil'd,  465 

And 
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And  caus'd  a  \nighty  buckler  to  be  brought. 
With  art  divine  by  Didymaon  wrought ; 
Great  Neptune's  gates  the  prize  adorn'd  in  Troy, 
Now  the  bright  prefent  loads  the  favour 'd  boy. 

Thefe  gifts  beftow'd  ;  the  hero  cries  aloud,  473 

Stand  forth,  ye  valiant  qhampions,  from  the  crowd  ; 
Who  vaunt  your  courage  and  unrivall'd  might. 
And  with  the  gauntlet  dare  provoke  the  fight. 
Then  he  propos'd,  in  gold  and  garments  gay, 
A  bull,  to  grace  the  viclor  of  the  day.  47- 

Next,  to  relieve  the  lofer's  Ihame  and  pain, 
Gail  a  rich  f.vord  and  hehnet  on  the  plain. 
Strait  wii:h  a  Ihout,  fiipremcly  tail  and  ftrong. 
Bold  Dares  rear'd  his  bulk  above  the  tlirong ; 
The  youth,  the  only  youtli,  who  dar'd  withiland    480 
The  fierce  tempeiluous  flvay  of  Paris'  hand, 
V\'ho  on  huge  Butes  prov'd  his  matchlefs  might 
At  Heclor's  tomb,  viclcrious  in  the  fight ; 
(Bites  of  Amycus'  Bcbrycir.n  ilrain,) 
And  iirelch'd  th'  enormous  giant  on  the  plain.         485 
Thus,  gio:-)'Lng  in  his  flrength,  in  open  view 
His  arms  around,  the  tow'ring  Dares  threv/, 
Stalk'd  high,  and  laid  his  bra'.vny  {houlders  bare. 
And  dealt  his  whilHing  blows  in  empty  air. 
Kis  match  was  fought ;  through  all  a  terror  ran;     490 
All  gaz'd  and  trembled  at  the  mighty  man. 
Defpair,  he  thought,  had  feiz'd  the  circling  bands; 
And  now  before  the  prince  the  champion  iiands ; 
Fierce  by  the  horns  the  beauteous  bull  he  took. 
And  in  proud  triumph  to  the  hero  fpoke  :  495 

SiiiCe 
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Since  none,  ch  1  chief,  accepts  the  prctFer'd  fray. 

Why  for  his  coward  foe  muil  Dares  ilay  ? 

Permit  me,  prince,  to  lead  my  rightful  prize  away. 

The  Trojans  clamour  with  applaudirg  cries. 

And  for  the  youth  demand  the  promii'd  prize.         509 

Then  to  Entellus  old  Ace  lies  faid. 

Who  fate  befide  him  on  the  flow'ry  bed ; 

Entellus  1 — once  the  braveft  on  the  plain. 

But  ah  !  the  braveil,  and  the  beft  in  vain  ! 


With  fuch  tame  patience  can  my  friend  farvey        505 

This  prize,  without  a  ccntefl,  borne  away  ? 

Where,  where  is  now  great  Eryx'  vaunted  name ;      •> 

The  god,  who  taught  our  thund'ring  arms  the  game,  V- 

The  fpoils  that  grace  thy  roof,"ind  all  thy  former  fame  r  J 

I  am  not  dead,  replies  trie  chief,  to  praife,  510 

Nor  yield  to  fear,  but  fmk  by  length  of  days. 

My  nerves  unftrung,  my  ftrength  no  more  remains. 

And  age  creeps  ihiv^'ring  through  my  icy  veins. 

Had  I  that  vigour  ftill,  my  youth  could  boaft, 

Or  yon'  vain  champion  vaunts  to  all  the  hoft,  5  15 

Soon  ihould  this  arm  that  infolence  chaitize. 

For  fame  alone,  without  the  profFer'd  prize. 

Ev'n  now  I  fcorn  the  combat  to  decline ; 

The  prize  I  heed  not ;  let  the  feme  be  mine  ! 

This  laid ;  amid  the  ring,  in  open  view,  5  2G 

Two  mighty  gauntlets  on  the  ground  he  threw : 
Thefe  grac'd  great  Eryx  in  the  fight  of  old. 
And  brac'd  his  a^-ms  with  many  a  drerdful  fold  : 
Seven  thick  bull-liides,  theii'  volumes  huge  dirpr:;ad, 
Po-id'roui  with  n-on  and  a  weigiit  oi  lead.  525 

The 
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The  hoft  flood  all  aiioniih'd  at  the  fight. 

But  Dares  moft,  who  now  refus'd  the  fight : 

The  hero  turns  the  folds,  in  wonder  Hands, 

And  pois'd  th'  enormous  gauntlets  in  his  hands. 

How  had  you  wonder 'd,  the  bold  champion  faid,    530 

Had  you  the  huge  Herculean  arms  furvey'd  ? 

Had  you  thofe  pond'rous  gloves  of  death  beheld. 

And  the  ftern  combat,  on  this  fital  field  ? 

Thefe,  prince,  of  old  your  brother  Eryx  wore, 

Lo  !  you  behold  'em  ilill  diflain'd  with  gore.  535 

With  thefe  Alcides'  force  he  long  fuftain'd. 

And  thefe  I  brandifh'd,  while  my  llrength  remain'd. 

Ere  the  cold  hand  of  envious  age  had  ihed 

Thefe  marks  of  winter  on  my  hoary  head. 

Yet,  if  your  champion  trembles  at  the  fight,  5^0 

Nor  dares  to  meet  thefe  gauntlets  in  the  fight ; 

if  fo  ^neas  and  the  king  incline; 

Lo !  to  his  fears  thefe  weapons  1  refign  : 

With  equal  arm^  the  combat  we  vAll  try ; 

And  thou,  lay  thou,  thy  Trojan  gauntlets  by.  5^r 

This  faid,  the  hero  llrait  his  robe  unbound. 
And  call  the  double  garment  on  the  grourd ; 
Bares  his  huge  brawny  limbs,  and  on  the  fands. 
Dreadful  to  view,  the  hoary  champion  liands. 
Then  the  great  prince  with  equal  gauntlets  bound  550 
Their  vigorous  hands,  and  brac'd  their  arms  around : 
Their  arms,  that  moment,  each  impetuous  fee 
B.ear'd  high  in  air,  and  rcie  to  every  blow ; 
/ind,  while  their  raging  hands  the  fight  provoke, 
-^yithdraw  their  heads  from  each  tempelluous  ilroke.  555 

This 
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This  on  his  youth  and  adive  fpeed  re:ies. 

That  on  his  bulk  and  tall  gigantic  fize  : 

But  each  vaft  limb  moves  ftifF  and  flow  with  age ; 

And  thick  fliort  pantings  fiiake  the  lab'ring  fage. 

Each,  but  in  vain,  a  thoufand  ilrokes  bellows  ;       560 

Their  fides  and  breafts  re-echo  to  the  blows. 

With  {v/ih  repeated  wounds  their  hands  fly  round 

Their  heads  and  cheeks  ;  their  crackling  jaws  refound  : 

Unmov'd  Entellus,  with  a  iledfail  look 

And  watchful  eye,  avoids  ths  furious  ilroke.  565 

The  youth  inveib  his  foe  with  all  his  povv'r. 

As  fome  brave  leader  a  beleaguer'd  tow'r. 

When  on  the  bulwarks  in  his  rage  he  falls. 

And  plants  his  engines  round  th'  embattled  walls ; 

On  every  fide  with  fruitlefs  feiil  and  pain,  5 ; 

Eager  he  tries  a  pafs  or  poft  to  gain. 

And  ilorms  the  rocky  battlements  in  vain. 

And  now  his  aim  the  bold  Entellus  took. 

With  his  huge  hand,  high  brandilTi'd  for  the  ftroke  ; 

The  youth  obferv'd  thi.-  long-deicending  blow,         575 

And  leaps  afide,  and  difappoints  the  foe  : 

The  flroke  was  fpent  in  air ;  with  dreadful  found 

Prone  fell  the  champion  thund'ring  to  the  ground. 

A  pine  thus  tumbles  to  the  vales  beiovv. 

From  Ida's  top,  or  Erymanthus'  brow.  580 

At  once  the  Trojans  and  SiciHans  rife. 

And  with  divided  clamours  rend  the  ikies. 

And  firft  Aceftes,  touch'd  with  pity,  ran 

To  raife  his  friend  and  old  compeer  again. 

Sv>/ift 
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Swift  from  the  fall,  and  with  redoubled  might        585 
Sprung  the  fierce  hero,  and  renew 'd  the  fight ; 
Improv'd  in  fpirit,  to  the  combat  came. 
While  confcious  valour  fets  his  foul  on  flame. 
Stung  with  difgrace,  and  more  enrag'd  with  fhame. 
Now  headlong  o'er  the  field  he  drove  the  foe,         590 
And  rofe  in  firength  and  wrath  at  every  blow. 
Now  a  thick  ftorm  of  ftrokes  around  him  flies. 
Thick  as  the  hail  comes  rattling  from  the  ikies  ; 
With  both  his  thund'ring  hands  the  blov*'s  he  ply'd. 
And  turn'd  his  giddy  foe  on  every  fide.  59^ 

Then  flew  the  good  ^neas,  to  aiT.vage 
The  hero's  vvrath,  and  check  the  mighty  rage  : 
From  death  lie  fnatch'd  the  champion,  and  began 
To  foothe  the  forrovvs  or  the  vanqulfh'd  man : 

What  madnefs,  haplefs  Dares,  has  poflTefl:  600 

Thy  tlioughtlefs  mind,  and  fir'd  thy  daring  breafl  ? 
Thy  rival  fee,  fuftain'd  by  pcw'r  divine. 
By  other  llrength,  and  mightier  force  than  tliine  ! 
Ceafe  then,  and  give  the  vain  contention  o'er  ; 
Ceafe,  and  oppofe  the  hand  of  heaven  no  more  !     605 

The  youth  now  drags  liis  trembling  legs  along  ; 
His  Icofe  head  tott'ring  o'er  his  flioulders  hung. 
Giddy  with  pain ;  he  now  ejecls  the  blood. 
His  loofen'd  teeth  come  mingled  in  the  flood  : 
While  in  their  arms  his  fad  aifociates  bore  610 

The  hatter'd  champion  groaning  to  the  Ihore, 
The  dear-bought  fword  ard  helmet  brought  away. 
And  left  the  palm  and  bull  the  viclor's  prey. 

Now 
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Now  great  Entellus,  glorying  in  the  prize. 
And  fluih'd  with  conquell:,  thus,  exulting  cries ;      615 
Behold,  ye  Tiojans,  ard  thou,  chief  divine. 
What  vigour,  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  was  mine ; 
From  what  a  thund'ring  arm  and  fatal  blow. 
Your  timely  mercy  has  preferv'd  my  foe. 
With  that  the  chief,  collefted  in  his  might,  620 

Confronts  the  vidim,  the  reward  of  fight ; 
Then  rais'd  his  hand  aloft,  and  from  above. 
With  dreadful  fway,  the  pond'rous  gauntlet  drove 
Through  the  broad  forehead  of  the  flately  bull. 
And  dafh'd  within  the  brain  the  batter'd  TkuII.         625 
The  bull,  convuifive  with  the  deadly  wound. 
Groans,  tumbles,  rolls,  and  quivers  on  the  ground. 
Then,  thus  the  hoary  chief  performs  his  vow,  -j 

Eryx,  on  thee  this  viftim  I  beftow ;  V 

A  nobler  viclim  than  my  Trojan  foe  !  6:0  3 

To  younger  champions  now  the  game  I  yield;     [field. 
Here  hang  my  conquering  arms  ;  and  here  renounce  the 

Next  the  great  prince  propos'd  the  prize  to  thofe. 
Who  wing'd  the  fhafts,  and  bent  the  twanging  bows. 
Amid  the  fpacious  plain  the  hero  plac'd  635 

Sublime  in  air  Sergeilus'  lofty  mart  ; 
Around  the  tapering  top  a  dove  they  tye. 
The  trembling  mark  at  which  their  arrows  fly ; 
Hither  to  try  their  fkill  the  v/arriors  hafte ; 
And  in  a  brazen  helm  the  lots  are  cart.  640 

Firrt,  with  applaufe,  Hippocoon's  lot  was  thrown. 
The  mighty  Hyrtacus'  iiluHrious  fon. 

Mnefl" 
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Mneftheus  the  next,  whom  verdant  oHves  grace. 

The  fecond  victor  in  the  naval  race. 

Then  the  third  chance  to  great  Ear)'tion  came,       645 

Thy  brother,  Pandarus,  renown'd  by  fame, 

Whofe  hand  by  Pallas  prompted,  drew  the  bow. 

To  break  the  truce  againit  the  Grecian  foe. 

Lail:  in  the  helm  remain'd  Aceiles'  name ; 

Old  as  he  was,  he  try'd  the  youthfal  game.  650 

Then  every  chief,  with  all  his  itrength  and  art. 

Bent  the  tough  bow,  and  chofe  the  feather'd  dart. 

Through  yielding  air  tirit  vanilh'd  with  a  ipring 

HippocGon's  arrow  from  the  foimding  ftring : 

Full  in  the  mail,  impell'd  with  vigour  flood  655 

The  forceful  iliaft,  and  quiver'd  in  the  wood. 

The  dove  afrrighted,  llretch'd  her  flutt'ring  wing ; 

And  with  applaufe  the  vales  and  mountains  ring. 

Then  Mneiliheus  drew  the  bow,  and  aim'd  on  high 

The  pointed  dart,  and  levell'd  with  his  eye ;  660 

Nor  through  the  mark  the  lucklefs  arrow  drove. 

But  cut  the  ftring  that  ty'd  the  trembling  dove. 

Swift  through  the  clouds  the  bird  unfliackled  flies. 

And  fpread-:  her  wings  at  freedom  in  the  fkies. 

Already  had  Eurytion  bent  his  bow,  665 

And  to  his  brother  god  addrefs'd  his  vow : 

The  tow'ring  bird  amid  the  clouds  he  flew. 

And  the  fwift  ihaft  transiix'd  her  as  £he  flew. 

High  in  the  (kies  flie  feels  the  deadly  wound. 

And,  with  the  dart,  ccmcs  dying  to  the  ground.    6'^o 

And  now,  all  hopes  expir'd,  the  conquell  gain'd. 

The  venerable  prince  alone  remain'd. 

Yet 
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Yet  he  difcharg'd  the  flying  fhaft,  to  ftiovv 

Kis  fkill,  his  vigour,  and  rcibunding  bow. 

When  fudden  they  beheld,  with  wond'ring  cycSy     6-/^ 

A  dire  portentous  omen  in  the  fkies. 

Too  late  the  feers  the  frightful  fign  explain. 

Too  late  they  clear  the  dread  event  in  vain  ! 

For,  flying  through  the  clouds  in  open  view. 

The  glov\'ing  arrow  kindled  as  it  fiew;  .  680 

Then  drew  a  golden  trail  of  flames  behind. 

That  mark'd  its  courfe,  and  vaniih'd  in  the  wind  : 

So  fhine  the  falling  ftars  with  dreadful  hair. 

And  glance,  and  ihoot  along  the  fields  of  air. 

Amaz'd  the  Trojans  and  Sicilians  Hood;  685 

And  breath 'd  tlieir  ardent  prayers  to  every  god. 

The  Dardan  prince  the  doubtful  fign  miftook, 

Embrac'd  the  monarch,  and  with  tranfport  fpoke : 

Father  !  accept  the  prize ;  the  will  divine 

Of  mighty  Jove,  by  this  aufpicious  fign,  690 

Declares  the  firfl:  diftinguilh'd  honours  thine. 

Accept  this  goblet,  which  my  fire  of  old 

Receiv'd  from  CiiTeus,  rough  with  fculptur'd  gold ; 

Take  it,  my  royal  friend,  and  let  it  prove 

A  long-priz'd  gift  of  dear  refpedl  and  love.  695 

Then  he  beilow'd  the  laurel,  and  aloud 

Froclaim'd  him  viflor  to  the  fliouting  crowd. 

Nor  did  the  generous  chief  the  prize  deny, 

Whofe  arrow  pierc'd  the  bird  amid  the  fky ; 

Next,  he  who  cut  the  cord,  with  gifts  was  grac'd  ;  700 

And  he,  whofe  arrow  Uruck  the  tree,  the  lail:. 

Now 
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Now  call'd  the  prince,  before  the  games  were  done. 
The  hoary  guardian  of  his  royal  fon. 
And  gently  whifpers  in  his  faithful  ear. 
To  bid  Afcanius  in  his  arms  appear,  705 

And  with  his  youthful  band  and  courfer  come. 
To  pay  due  honours  at  his  grandfire's  tomb. 
Next  he  commands  the  huge  affembled  train 
To  quit  the  ground,  and  leave  an  open  plain. 
Strait  on  their  bridled  Heeds,  with  grace  divine,     710 
The  beauteous  youths  before  their  fathers  fhine. 
The  blooming  Trojans  and  Sicilians  throng. 
And  gaze  with  wonder  as  they  march  along. 
Around  their  brows  a  vivid  wreath  they  wore ; 

Two  glitt'ring  lances  tipt  with  ileel  they  bore :        715 

Thefe  a  light  quiver  ftor'd  with  fhifts  fullain. 

And  from  their  neck  depends  a  golden  chain. 
On  bounding  Heeds  advance  three  graceful  bands. 

And  each  a  little  blooming  chief  commands. 

Beneath  each  chief  twelve  fprightly  Ibiplings  came,  720 

In  fhining  arms,  in  looks  and  age  the  fame. 

Grac'd  with  his  grandiire's  name,  Polites*  fon. 

Young  Priam,  leads  the  hril:  gay  fquadron  on; 

A  youth,  whofe  progeny  muil  Latium  grace  : 

He  prefs'd  a  dappled  fteed  of  Thracian  race  :  725 

Before,  white  fpots  on  either  foot  appear. 

And  on  his  forehead  blaz'd  a  fdver  ftar. 

Atys  the  next  advanc'd,  v/lth  looks  divine, 

Atys  the  fource  of  the  great  Attian  line  : 

lulus'  frier.dihip  grac'd  the  lovely  boy  :  730 

And  laft  liilus  came,  the  pride  of  Troy, 

Vol.  LIIl.  F  In 
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In  charms,  fuperior  to  the  blooming  train  ; 
And  fpurr'd  his  Tyrian  courfer  to  the  plain  ; 
Which  Dido  gave  the  princely  youth>  to  prove 
A  lafting  pledge,  memorial  of  her  love.  735 

Th'  inferior  boys  on  beauteous  courfers  ride. 
From  great  Aceftes'  royal  flails  fupply'd. 
Now  flufti'd  with  hopes,  now  pale  with  anxious  fear. 
Before  the  (homing  crowds,  the  youths  appear  ; 
The  Ihouting  crowds  admire  their  charms,  and  trace  743 
Their  parents  lines  in  every  lovely  face. 
Now  round  the  ring,  before  their  fathers,  ride 
The  boys,  in  all  their  military  pride. 
Till  Periphantes'  founding  lafh  from  far 
Gave  the  loud  fignal  of  the  mimic  war;  74^ 

Strait,  in  three  bands  diftin6l,  they  break  away. 
Divide  in  order,  and  their  ranks  difplay  : 
Swift  at  the  fummons  they  return,  and  throw 
At  once  their  hoftile  lances  at  the  foe  : 
Then  take  a  new  excurfion  on  the  plain  ; 
Round  within  round,  an  endlefs  courfe  maintain 
And  now  advance,  and  now  retreat  again 
With  well-diffembled  rage  their  rivals  dare^ 
And  pleafe  the  crowd  with  images  of  war. 
Alternate  now  they  turn  their  backs  in  flight,  755 

Now  dart  their  lances,  and  renew  the  fight : 
Then  in  a  moment  from  the  combat  ceafe. 
Rejoin  their  fcatter'd  bands,  and  move  in  peacs* 
So  winds  delufive,  in  a  thoufand  ways 
Perplext  and  intricate,  the  Cretan  maze  ;  760 

Round 
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Round  v.athin  round,  the  blind  meanders  run, 

Untrac'd  and  dark,  and  end  where  they  begun. 

The  fkilful  youths,  in  fport,  alternate  ply 

Their  fhifcing  courfe ;  by  turns  they  fight  and  fly  : 

As  dolphins  gambol  on  the  wat'ry  way,  ^6^ 

And,  bounding  o'er  the  tides,  in  wanton  circles  play. 

This  fport  Afcanius>  when  in  mighty  length 

He  rais'd  proud  Alba  glorying  in  her  ibength. 

Taught  the  nrft  fathers  of  the  Latian  name. 

As  now  he  folemniz'd  the  noble  game.  770 

From  their  iucceflive  Alban  offspring  come 

Thefe  ancient  plays,  to  grace  imperial  Rome ; 

Who  owns  her  Trojan  band,  and  game  of  Troy 

Deriv'd  through  ages  from  the  princely  boy. 

Thus  were  the  folemn  funeral  honours  paid  775 

To  great  Anchifes'  venerable  fhade. 
But  foon  the  prince  his  changing  fortune  found. 
And  in  her  turn  the  fickle  goddefs  frown'd. 
For,  while  the  gather'd  crowds  the  games  repeat> 
Heav'n's  mighty  em.prefs,  to  the  Trojan  fleet,         7 So 
(Her  ancient  rage  iiiil  glowing  in  her  foul) 
Diipatch'd  fair  Iris  from  the  ftarry  pole. 
Big  m.i\\  revengeful  fchemes,  herfelf  fupplies 
The  rapid  ftorm  that  bears  her  down  the  fkies. 
Unfeen,  the  maid  a  thoufand  colours  drew,  785 

As  down  her  bow,  with  winged  i'peed,  fhe  flew : 
And  faw  around  the  tomb  th'  aiTembly  meet. 
The  vacant  harbour,  and  negletfled  fleet. 

Mean  time,  re  ir'd  within  the  lonely  Ihore, 
Anchifes'  fate  the  Trojan  dameo  deplore  ;  79a 

¥2  Call 
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Call  a  long  look  o'er  all  the  flood,  and  weep 

To  fee  the  wide-extended  watVy  deep : 

Yet,  muH  we  yet,  alas  !  new  labours  try. 

More  feas,  more  oceans  ?  was  the  general  cry. 

Oh  !  grant  a  town  at  laft,  ye  gracious  gods  !  795 

To  wretches  harrafs'd  with  the  winds  and  floods. 

'Twas  then,  their  raging  forrow  to  improve. 

Amid  the  train  fliot  Iris  from  above. 

Afide  her  heav'nly  charms  the  goddefs  threw. 

And  like  old  Beroe  Hood  in  open  view ;  800 

(Doryclus'  hoary  fpoufe,  a  noble  dame,  -\ 

Fam'd  for  her  offspring,  and  illullrious  name;)  S 

And  thus  the  goddefs  fans  the  rifing  flame :  3 

Ah  1  wretched  race,  whom  heav'n  forbade  to  fall 

By  Grecian  fwords,  beneath  our  native  wall  !  805 

Toft  round  the  feas,  o'er  every  region  caft. 

Oh  !  to  what  fate  are  we  referv'd  at  laft  ! 

Now,  fmce  imperial  Troy  in  afhes  lay. 

Have  fev'n  fucceliive  fummers  roU'd  away. 

Still  to  new  lands  o'er  floods  and  rocks  we  fly,         810 

And  fail,  by  every  ftar,  in  every  fky. 

So  long  we  chace,  o'er  all  the  boundlefs  main. 

The  flying  coafts  of  Italy  in  vain. 

Here  o'er  our  kindred  Eryx'  fruitful  plains. 

The  hofpitable  king,  Aceftes  reigns :  815 

What,  what  forbids  our  wand'ring  Trojan  bands. 

To  raife  a  city  in  thefe  friendly  lands  ? 

Ye  gods  prefer v'd  from  hoftile  flames  in  vain  !• 

Shall  our  dear  Ilion  never  rife  again  ? 

A  fecoTid 
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A  fecond  Simois  fhall  we  view  no  more,  820 

Or  a  new  Xanthus,  on  a  foreign  fhore  ? 

Rife  then,  rife  all ;  aflift,  ye  mournful  dames. 

To  fet  this  execrable  fleet  in  flames. 

For  late,  Caflandra  feem'd  to  load  my  hands. 

In  vifions  of  the  night,  with  blazing  brands  :  825 

Seek  Troy  no  more,  flie  faid :  this  deflin'd  place 

Is  the  fixt  manfion  of  the  Dardan  race. 

Fly,  fly  we  then,  the  omen  to  complete  ; 

The  glad  occafion  calls  to  fire  the  fleet ; 

Lo  I  where  to  Neptune  four  proud  altars  rife  !         830 

Lo  !  his  own  fires  the  ready  god  fupplies  ! 

She  faid; — then  feiz'd  a  blazing  brand,  and  threw; 

Th'  increaflng  flames  amid  the  navy  flew. 

At  the  bold  deed,  with  deep  furprife  amaz'd. 

The  dames  all  wond'ring,  on  the  goddefs  gaz'd.      835 

At  lafl-,  the  nurfe  of  Priam's  ofi*spring  broke 

The  general  filence,  and  the  train  befpoke  : 

This  was  no  Beroe,  whom  he  faw  appear. 

But  fome  bright  goddefs  from  th'  sethereal  fphere. 

Mark  her  majeflic  port  !  her  voice  divine  !  840 

O'er  all  her  form  what  fl:arry  fplendors  Ihine  1 

She  darts  a  glance  immortal  from  her  eyes. 

Breathes,  looks  and  moves,  a  filter  of  the  fkies  ! 

Beroe  I  left  in  anguifli,  who  repin'd. 

Shut  from  the  rites,  and  to  her  couch  confin'd.        845 

The  matrons,  now  by  doubts  and  fears  impell'd, 
Firfl  with  malignant  eyes  the  fleet  beheld ; 
In  choice  fufpended  for  a  fpace  they  ftand, 
Between  the  promis'd  and  the  prefcnt  land  ; 

F  3  When> 
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When^  fmooth  on  levell'd  wings,  the  goddefs  flies,  85*3 

And  cuts  a  mighty  bow  along  the  fkles. 

Struck  at  the  wond'rous  fight,  the  fhrieking  dames. 

From  the  bright  altars  fnatch  the  facred  flames  ; 

Bring  leaves  and  wither'd  branches  in  their  hands 

To  feed  the  fires  ;  and  hurl  the  blazing  brands.       S^^ 

Fierce  tlirough  the  ihips,  the  decks,  the  crackling  oars, 

Fa  all  his  rage  devouring  Vulcan  roars. 

And  now  Eumelus  to  the  hoft  conveys 

The  dreadful  tidings  cf  the  rifmg  blaze  : 

The  crowds  grow  pale  ;  they  look  behind  and  fpy  860 

A  clcud  of  cinders  dark'ning  all  the  iky. 

And  flrft  Afcanius,  as  he  led  the  band, 

Pour'd  o'er  the  plain,  impetuous,  to  the  llrand  ; 

Nor  can  his  pp.nting  guardians  check  the  fpeed 

Of  the  young  hero,  and  his  fiery  fteed  : 

Oh  !  what  cui-il  rage  is  this,  ye  wretched  dames  ?   865 

To  vv'hat  dir*^  purpose  fly  thefe  fatal  flames  ? 

Behold,  your  own  Aicanius— you  dellroy 

No  Argive  navy,  but  the  hopes  of  Troy. 

With  tliat  he  threw  his  helmet  on  the  fl'iore,         870 
In  which  he  led  his  youthfiil  bands  before. 
Next  carn.e  ^Eneas,  and  the  Trojan  holL 
Th'  alFrghted  dames  difperfing  o'er  the  coaft. 
To  woods  and  hollow  caverns  take  their  flight. 
Repent  their  crime,  and  hate  the  golden  light :       875 
Wi:h  alter'd  minds  their  kindred  they  confelT:, 
Arid  the  fierce  goddefs  fled  from  every  breaft. 

Not  fo  the  furious  flames ;  they  fpread  the  more ; 
And,  higii  in  air^  v/ith  rage  redoubled  roar. 

Clofe 
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Clofe  in  the  cordage  works  the  fullen  fire,  880 

And  through  the  ribs  the  heavy  fmokes  expire. 

Within  the  keel  the  fubtle  vapours  lye  ; 

Thence  the  contagious  flames  through  all  the  veflel  fly. 

The  lab'ring  heroes  toil  with  fruitlcfs  pain. 

And  gufliing  floods  on  floods  are  pour'd  in  vain,     885 

The  prince  then  tore  his  robes  in  deep  defpair, 

Rais'd  high  his  hands ;  and  thus  addreil  his  pray'r  ; 

Great  Jove  !  if  one  of  all  the  Trojan  flate 

Lives  yet  exempt  from  thy  immortal  hate  ; 

Oh  1  if  thy  facred  eyes  with  wonted  grace  890 

Behold  the  miferable  mortal  race  ; 

Supprefs  thefe  fires ;  forbid  them  to  deflroy ; 

And  Inatch  from  death  the  poor  remains  of  Troy  ! 

Or  if  my  crimes,   almighty  fire  !  demand 

The  lail,  laii  vengeance  of  thy  dreadful  hand,         895 

On  me,  on  me  alone  that  vengeance  flied. 

And  with  thy  levell'd  thunders  ftrike  me  dead  ! 

Scarce  had  he  faid,  when  o'eit  the  navy  pours 

A  fudden  gloomy  cloud  in  rattling  iliow'rs  ; 

Black  with  the  fouthern  winds  the  tempeft  flies,       900 

And  in  a  m.oment  burfls  from  all  the  fdcs 

In  fluicy  flieets  and  deluges  of  rain ; 

And  the  loud  thunders  lliook  the  mountain  and  the  plain. 

Fierce  o'er  the  fliips  the  waters  took  their  way ; 

And,  quench'd  in  floods,  the  hifiing  timbers  lay.    905 

Four  gallies  loft ;  at  length  the  flames  retire. 

And  all  the  remnant  fleet  efcap'd  the  raging  fire. 

Mean  time  the  hero  by  the  lofs  opprell, 
\yi:h  various  cares,  that  rack'd  his  lab'ring  breafl, 

f+  If 
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If  Hill  to  feek  the  Latian  realm  debates,  5110 

Or  here  to  fix,  forgetful  of  the  fates. 

Then  Nautes,  fam'd  for  wifdom  and  for  age, 

(For  Pallas  taught  the  venerable  i':'.%Q» 

What  great  events  the  fates  and  gods  ordain ;) 

Eefpoke  the  chief,  and  thus  rehev'd  his  pain.  915 

'Tis  bell,  illuflrious  hero,  to  obey. 

And  dill  purfue  where  fortune  leads  the  way ; 

By  patience  to  retiicve  our  haplefs  ftate. 

And  rife  fuperior  to  the  ftrokes  of  fate. 

Let  great  Aceftes  in  your  councils  join,  920 

Your  roya'  friend,  of  Troy's  immortal  line. 

Your  venels  Icll:;  thofe  numbers  who  remain, 

A  timorous,  weak,  unneceiTary  train. 

The  hoary  fires  and  dames,  unfit  to  bear 

The  perils  of  the  fea,  or  toils  of  war,  925 

Seledl;  and  trull  to  his  paternal  care. 

The  weary  wretches  here  their  walls  may  frame. 

And  call  their  city  by  the 'monarch's  name. 

The  prince  approved  th'  advice  his  friend  addreft. 

But  ftill  a  thoufand  cares  diftrad  his  laboring  breall.  930 

Now  o'er  the  folemn  ikies  devoid  of  hght. 
High  in  her  fable  chariot  rode  the  night ; 
When  to  the  godlike  hero,  from  the  pole 
Dcfcends,  and  fpeaks  his  mighty  father's  foul : 

My  fon!  in  all  the  fates  of  Troy  approv'd,         935 
Whom,  while  I  liv'd,  beyond  my  Hfe  l  lov'd; 
Lo  !  I  am  fent  by  heav'n's  almighty  fire, 
WiiO  from  thy  navy  bade  the  flames  retire. 

The 


VIRGIL'S    ^NEID.    BOOK   V.        73 

The  prudent  counfel  of  thy  friend  obey. 

Take,  with  the  braveft  youths,  the  dangerous  way :  940 

With  thefe  fair  Latium  fhait  thou  reach,  and  there 

Wage  with  a  rugged  race  a  dreadful  war. 

Yet  firft,  my  for,  to  Pluto's  regions  go. 

And  meet  thy  father  in  the  realms  below; 

For  know,  my  fpirit  was  not  doom'd  to  dwell  945 

In  the  dark  horrors  and  the  depths  of  hell. 

But,  with  the  pious  bleft  afiembly  reigns. 

In  ail  the  pleafures  of  th'  Elyfian  plains. 

But  thou  the  blood  of  fable  vidims  fhed ; 


Then  fhall  tlie  Sibyl  sruide  thee  to  the  dead. 


950 
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There  fhalt  thou  know  what  town  the  fates  allign. 

With  the  long  glories  of  thy  future  line. 

And  now,  farewell ; — the  night  Aides  fvvift  away 

I  feel  from  far  the  morning's  painful  ray; 

And  fhrink  and  ficken  at  the  beams  of  day.         9^ 

He  faid,  and  lo  !  that  moment  from  his  eyes. 

Like  a  thin  fm.oke,  dilTolv'd  into  the  fides. 

\^aniih'd  fo  foon  !  where,  whither  art  thou  gone.? 
Why,  why  retires  my  father  from  his  fon? 
What !  not  one  lall:  embrace  ?  ihe  prince  exclaims :  960 
Then  to  new  life  he  wakes  the  flumb'ring  flames ; 
And  hoary  Vefta,  and  the  Trojan  powers. 
With  facred  gifts  and  fuppliant  vows  adores. 
Strait  the  whole  fcene  before  his  friends  he  lays,      965 
But  chief  the  vlfion  to  the  king  difplays ; 
Unfolds  the  melfage  fent  from  Heav'n  above, 
His  father's  counfel,  and  the  will  of  Jove. 
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His  friends  approve  the  hero's  new  defigns. 

And  in  the  talk  the  good  Aceftes  joins. 

To  the  new  town  the  matrons  they  aflign^d,  970 

And  leave  the  willing  vulgar  crowds  behind ; 

Souls,  that  no  hopes  of  future  prail'e  inflame, 

Coid  and  ini'enfibie  to  glorious  fame. 

With  fpeed  the  half-burn'd  \  eifels  they  repair,  -j 

Provide  new  cordage,  decks,  and  oiws  with  care ;      > 

A  {lender  band,  but  eager  all  for  u'ar.  97^  J 

The  prince  then  d;  ew  a  city  on  the  plain ; 

Next  he  affign'd  the  dwellings  to  the  train. 

Now  a  new  liion  in  Trinacria  rofe. 

And  a  new  Simois  and  Scamandcr  flows.  980 

Well-pleas'd  Aceftes  took  the  fov 'reign  fvvay; 

Th'  adopted  fubjedls  their  nevv'  prince  obey. 

The  king  conven'd  the  peers  around,  and  fate 

To  frame  xiew  laws,  and  regulate  the  Hate. 

To  Venus'  name  they  bid  a  temple  rife  985 

From  Eryx'  top,  high  tow'ring  to  the  Ikies : 

And  next  a  prljft  and  ample  grove  were  made. 

For  ever  ficred  to  AncLiles'  fhade. 

Now  nine  v/hole  duys  in  folcmn  fealls  had  part ; 

When  gentle  breezes  fmooth'd  the  floods  at  lair :     993 

The  fouthern  v/inds  invite  thei:  fails  and  oars; 

Then  cries  and  flirieks  refcund  along  the  fliores. 

In  lonj^,  long  tendernefi  they  fpend  the  day. 

In  ciof?  embraces  v/aile  the  nighr  away. 

Now  all  the  wretches,  e'en  th  :  fe::-:ale  train  995 

^'v'hp  fear"d  fo  late  the  dangerc  of  tiie  main. 

And 
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And  fhrunk,  the  rolling  ocean  to  furvey. 

Ail  wiih  to  take  the  long  laborious  way. 

The  melting  hero  foothes  the  wild  defpair,  995 

And  weeps,  and  gives  them  to  the  monarch's  care. 

Three  heifers  next  to  Eryx'  name  he  pays, 

A  lamb  to  every  Horm  the  hero  flays. 

Unmoors  his  fleet,  and  every  fail  difplays. 

Crown'd  with  a  graceful  olive  wreath  he  frands 

High  on  the  prow;  a  charger  in  his  hands ;  1005 

Hurls  the  fat  entrails  o'er  the  foamy  brine. 

And  ftains  the  fiiver  waves  with  fable  wane. 

Frefh  rife  the  prcfp'rous  gales ;  the  failors  fvveep. 

And  dalh  with  equal  ftrokes  the  roaring  deep.        1009 

A4ean  time  the  queen  of  love  widi  cares  oppreu. 
The  mighty  father  of  the  floods  addreil : 
Imperious  j-ano's  unrelenting  hate 
To  the  poor  relicks  of  the  Trojan  ftate, 
(Which  no  decrees  of  Jove  or  fate  rcib-ain. 
Nor  length  of  years,  nor  vows  preferr'd  in  vain)    10x5; 
Compels  a  fifier  goddefs  to  repair. 
To  thee,  great  Neptune,  with  a  fuppliant's  prayer. 
For  rage  like  her's,  'twas  little  to  defcroy. 
Fair  Afia's  pride,  th'  imperial  town  of  T'roy  ! 
'Twas  not  enough  her  wand'ring  natives  knov/      1020 
All  forms  and  all  varieties  of  woe  ! 
But  oh  I  her  groundlefs  vengeance  would  efface, 
Ev'n  the  laft  relicks  of  the  perifh'd  race  I 
Thou,  thou  canil  witnels,  ocean's  mighty  god  ! 
With  what  dire  florms  (he  hfh'd  the  Libyan  flood ;  1025 

When, 
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When,  arm'd  with  all  th'  ^olian  winds  in  vain. 

Earth,  air,  and  heav'n,  Ihe  mingled  with  the  main. 

And  rais'd  I'uch  tumults  in  thy  wat'ry  reign. 

Yet,  iliil  more  Ihameful  1 — now  her  arts  infpire 

The  Trojan  dames  to  wrap  the  Ihips  in  fire;  1030 

And  urge  my  fon,  to  leave  his  fecial  band 

(His  fleet  half-ruin'd)  in  a  foreign  land. 

But  oh  !  I  beg  for  thofe,  who  yet  remain, 

A  peaceful  voyage  to  the  Latian  plain ; 

A  fuppliant  goddefs  begs  for  nothing  more  1 03 5 

Than  thofj  fame  realms  the  fates  aiTign'd  before  ! 

'Tis  yours,  reply'd  th^  monarch  01"  the  main. 

Yours  to  command  in  this  our  wat'ry  reign ; 

Since  from  the  facred  ocean  firfl  you  came. 

Since  your  deferts  your  confidence  may  claim;       1040 

Oft  for  your  fon  I  bade  the  whirlwinds  ceafe ; 

I  hufh'd  the  roarings  of  the  floods  to  peace ; 

And  Simois  can  attell  and  Xanthus'  Hream, 

By  land  my  guardian  care  was  ftill  the  fame. 

When  firfl  Achilles,  furious  to  deHroy,  1045 

Drove  to  their  walls  the  trembling  fons  of  Troy ; 

Beneath  his  vengeful  fncar  when  thoufands  bled. 

When  the  choak'd  rivers  groan 'd  with  laad<;  of  dead  ; 

When  Xanthus'  flood  incumber'd  with  the  ilain. 

Scarce  roll'd  his  l^ruggUng  billows  to  the  main;    1050 

Your  fon  or>pos'd  him,  with  unequal  might 

And  far  inferior  gods,  in  fmgle  fight  : 

Inftant  I  fnatch'd  him  from  thcdreadilil  fray. 

And  in  a  cloud  ccnvey'd  the  chief  away. 

Ev'n 


I 


VIRGIL'S   ^NEID.    BOOK   V.       77 

Ev'n  then  I  fav'd  the  warrior,  when  with  joy        1055 

I  wifh'd  and  wrought  the  fall  of  p^rjur'd  Troy : 

And  rtill  will  fave  him— he  fhall  plough  the  fea. 

And  to  Avernus'  port  direifl  his  way. 

On  the  wild  floods  fhall  only  one  be  loft. 

One  fingle  wretch  atone  for  all  the  heft!  1060 

Thus  when  the  god  had  footh'd  her  anxious  mind. 
His  finny  courfers  to  the  car  he  join'd ; 
Next  to  their  fiery  mouths  the  bits  apply'd. 
And,  while  the  wheels  along  the  level  glide,     1064 
He  throws  up  all  the  reins,  and  Ikims  the  floating  tide. 
The  flood  fubfides  and  fpreads  a  glafly  plain. 
And  the  loud  chariot  thunders  o'er  the  main  ; 
The  clouds  before  the  mighty  monarch  fly 
In  heaps,  and  fcatter  through  the  boundlefs  fky : 
A  thoufand  forms  attend  the  glorious  god,  107© 

Enormous  whales,  and  moniicrs  of  the  flood  : 
Here  the  long  train  of  hoary  Glaucus  rides ; 
Here  the  fwift  tritons  flioot  along  the  tides ; 
There  rode  Palasmon  o'er  the  wat'ry  plain. 
With  aged  Phorcus,  and  his  azure  train  ;  1075 

And  beauteous  Thetis  led  the  daughters  of  the  main. 

>Eneas  view'd  the  fcene  ;  and  h^ncQ  arcfe 
A  beam  of  joy  to  diifipate  his  wees. 
Inflant  he  give^  command  to  Ibetch  the  fails. 
To  rear  the  mail  and  catch  the  fpringing  gales.     io3o 
Strait  the  glad  train  the  fpaci'ous  flieet  u-bind. 
And  iiretch  the  canvas  to  the  driving  wind. 
Old  Falinurus  firil  the  navy  guides  ; 
The  rell  obedient  follow  through  the  tides. 

Now 
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Now  Kalf  the  night  thro'  heav'n  had  roU'd  away,  ic8^ 

The  failors  flretch'd  along  their  benclies  lay. 

When  through  the  parting  vapour  fwifily  flies 

The  god  of  numbers  from  th'  ethereal  fkies. 

To  thee,  poor  Palinure,  he  came,  and  ihed 

.A  fatal  ileep  on  thy  devoted  head  !  1 090 

High  on  the  ftern  his  fiient  Hand  he  took 

In  Phorbas'  ihape ;  and  thus  the  phantom  fpoke  : 

Behold,  the  ileet,  my  friend,  fecurely  fails, 

Steer'd  by  the  floods  and  wafted  by  the  gales  ! 

Now  fteal  a  moment's  reil ;  myfelf  will  guide         1095 

Awhile  the  veflel  o'er  tlie  floating  tide. 

To  whom  the  careful  Palinure  replies. 

While  fcarce  he  rais'd  his  heavy  clofmg  eyes  r 

Me  would'il  thou  urge  in  fleep  to  iink  away. 

And  fondly  credit  fuch  a  fiatt'ring  fea  ?  j  1 00 

Too  v/ell-,  my  friend,  I  know  the  treach'rous  main  1 

Too  well  to  tempt  the  monfter's  fmiles  again  1 

Too  oft  deeeiv'd  by  fuch  a  calm  before, 

I  trufl  my  mailer  to  the  winds  no  more. 

This  faid,  he  grafp'd  the  helm,  and  fixt  his  eyes  1 105 

On  every  guiding  liar  that  gilds  the  fkies. 

Then  o'er  his  temples  fhook  the  wrathful  god 

A  branch,  deep-drench'd  in  Lethe's  filent  flood. 

The  potent  charm  in  dews  of  flumber  Ileep, 

And  foon  v/eigh  down  his  fwimming  eyes  to  fleep.  mo 

Scarce  yet  his  languid  limbs  had  funk  away. 

When  o'er  the  wretch  the  god  incumbent  lay. 

And,  with  a  fiiatter'd  fragment  of  the  fliip. 

Bore  down  the  helm  and  pilot  to  the  deep  j 

Head- 
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Headlong  he  tumbles  in  the  flalhing  main,  1 1 1  ^ 

And  calls  for  fucccur  to  his  friends  in  vain. 

Swift  from  the  ftcrn  the  airy  phantom  flies. 

And  with  fpread  pinions  mounts  the  golden  ikies ; 

Yet  fmooth  along  the  flood  the  navy  rode. 

Safe  in  the  promife  of  the  wat'ry  god.  1 1 20 

Now  they  approach'd  the  liren's  dangerous  coafl:. 

Once  rough,  and  infamous  fcr  vefTels  lofl: : 

Huge  heaps  of  bones  llill  whiten  all  the  Ihore ; 

And,  dafli'd  from  rock  to  rock,  the  billows  roar. 

The  watchful  prince  th'  endangered  galley  found,  1125 

Withe  Lit  a  pilot  ilriice  on  Ihoaly  ground; 

Himfelf  then  took  the  talk,  by  night  to  guide 

The  wand'ring  vefTel  o'er  the  rolling  tide  : 

O  dear  lamented  friend  !    (the  hero  cries,) 

For  faith  repos'd  on  flattering  feas  and  Ikies,      1 1 

Call  on  a  foreign  fhore  thy  naked  body  lies  I 
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A    R    G    U    ]\1   E    N    T. 

The  Sibyl  foretells  ^neas  the  adventures  he  ihould 
meet  with  in  Italy.  She  attends  him  to  hell,  de- 
fcribing  to  him  the  various  fcenes  of  that  place,  and 
conduvSting  him  to  his  father  Anchifes,  who  inftruds 
him  in  thofe  fublime  myilerics  of  the  foal  of  the  world, 
and  the  tranfmigration ;  and  fhews  him  that  glorious 
race  of  heroes,  which  was  to  defcend  from  him  and  his 
pollerity. 
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BOOK    VI. 

^T^HUS  while  he  wept;  with  flying  fails  and  oars 

-*-       The  navy  reach'd  the  fair  Cumaean  fhores. 
The  circling  anchors  here  the  fleet  detain. 
All  rang'd  befide  the  margin  of  the  main. 
With  eager  transport  fir'd,  the  Trojan  band  5 

Leap  from  the  fhips  to  gain  th'  H^fperian  land. 
Some  Urike  from  flints  the  fparkling  feeds  of  flame. 
Some  fl:orm  the  coverts  of  the  favage  game ; 
To  feed  the  iires,  unroot  the  Handing  v/oods. 
And  fhevv  -with  joy  the  new-difcover'd  floods.  10 

7'o  Phcebus'  fane  the  hero  pall  along. 
And  thofe  dark  caverns  where  the  Sibyl  fung. 
There,  as  the  god  enlarg'J  her  foul,  flie  fate. 
And  open'd  all  the  deep  decrees  of  fate. 
The  train  with  reverence  enter,  and  behold  15 

Chaile  Trivia's  grove,  and  temple  roof  d  with  gold ; 
A  fl:ru6lure  raij'd  by  Dsdalus,   ('tis  faid) 
When  from  the  Cretan  king's  revenge  he  fled. 
On  wings  to  Northern  cHmes  he  dar'd  to  foar, 
Througn  airy  ways  unknown  to  man  before ;  20 

Full  many  a  length  of  Iky  and  ocean  pail:. 
On  Cuma's  facred  tow'rs  he  Hoop'd  at  lall. 

G  z  Tjiea 
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Then  hung  to  Phcebus  in  the  ftrange  abode,  -% 

The  wings  that  ftecr'd  liim  through  the  liquid  road,    C 

And  raised  the  pompous  pile  in  honour  of  the  god.  25  ) 

Thfe  matchlefs  artilt,  on  the  lofty  gate, 

Engrav'd  Androgeos'  memorable  fate: 

And  here  by  lot  fad  Athens  early  paid 

Sev'n  haplefs  youths,  to  foothe  his  angry  fliade. 

Here  flood  the  fatal  urn ;  and  there  with  pride  30 

Fail-  Crete  rofe  tow'ring  on  the  filver  tide. 

There  too  the  father  of  the  herds  was  feen. 

Who  quendi'd  the  paiTion  of  the  lullful  queen  j 

Their  birth,  a  man  below,  a  beall  above, 

Tiie  mingled  offspring  of  prepoil'rous  love  !  35 

1'here  flood  the  winding  pile,  whofe  mazes  run 

Round  within  round,  and  end  where  they  begun. 

But  when  the  pitying  Dcedalus  furvey'd 

The  hopelefs  paffion  of  the  *  royal  maid. 

He  led  her  Thefeus  through  the  puzzling  ways,         40 

Safe  with  a  clue,  and  open'd  every  maze. 

Thou  too,  poor  Icarus  i  hadil  borne  a  part. 

Had  grief  not  check'd  thy  parent  in  his  art  1 

He  thrice  effay'd  the  mournful  tafk  in  vain; 

Thrice  fhook  his  hand,  and  drop'd  the  tafk  again.    45 

Thus  had  they  gaz'd  o'er  all  the  coflly  frame. 
When  lo  !   Achates  from  the  temple  came ; 
With  him  Deiphobe  of  Phoebus'  fane 

The  facred  prieflefs — who  at  once  began  : • 

Hence     gaze  no  more  ;  fev'n  chofen  (lieep  with  fpeed,50 
Sev'n  fleers,  unconfcious  of  the  yoke,  mafi;  bleed. 
*  Ariadne, 

She 
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She  fpoke ;  the  crowds  obey ;  and  to  the  fane 

Sublime,  fhe  calls  the  wand'ring  Trojan  t/ain. 

Scoop'd  through  the  rock,  in  mighty  depth  difplay*d. 

Lies  the  dark  cavern  of  the  Sibyl  maid  ;  55 

Through  all  the  hundred  portals  rulh  abroad 

Her  {acred  voice,  and  anfwers  of  the  god. 

Scarce  at  the  cell  arriv'd — invoke  the  fkies, 

I  feel  the  god,  the  rufhing  god !  fhe  cries. 

While  yet  (he  fpoke,  enlarg'd  her  features  grew,       60 

Her  colour  chang'd,  her  locks  difhevel'd  flevv'. 

The  hsav'nly  tumult  reigns  in  every  part. 

Pants  in  her  breafl,  and  fwells  her  ri.fing  heart : 

Still  fprcaJing  to  tlie  fight,  tlie  priellsfs  glow'd. 

And  heav'd  impatient  of  th'  incumbent  god.  65 

Then  to  her  inmoft  foul  by  Phoebus  fii'd. 

In  more  than  human  founds  fhe  fpoke  infpir'd : 

Still,  deft  thou  ftill  delay  ?  thy  voice  employ 

In  ardent  vows,  illullrious  prince  of  Troy  1 

Thy  pray'rs,  thy  urgent  pray'rs  mull  wide  diiplay     70 

Thefe  awefjl  portals  to  the  light  of  day. 

She  faid ;  the  Trojans  fhook  with  holy  fear. 

And  thus  the  fuppliant  prince  prefcrr'd  his  pray'r : 

Hear,  Phcebus,  gracious  God  I  whofe  aid  di\ine 
So  oft  has  fav  d  the  wretched  Trojan  line,  7^ 

And  wing'd  the  fhaft  frorn  Paris'  Phrygian  bow. 
The  Ihaft  that  laid  the  great  Achilles  low. 
Led  by  thy  guardian  care,  fecure  I  pad 
Through  many  a  realm,  and  ranged  the  wat*ry  walle  ; 
7Vod  the  wild  regions  where  the  Syrtes  lie,  80 

And  lands  that  llretch  beneath  a  different  fky. 

G  3  A\ 
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At  length  the  coail  of  Italy  we  gain. 

The  flying  coaft,  fo  long  purfu'd  in  vain. 

Till  now,  to  every  realm  our  courfe  we  bent. 

And  liioir s  fitc  purfu'd  us  where  we  went.  85 

Now  all  ye  povv'rs,  coi:f:derate  to  dellroy 

The  glorious  empire  and  the  tow'rs  of  Troy, 

' Tis  time  to  bid  your  wrathful  vengeance  ceafe. 

To  bid  her  poor  remains  repofe  in  peace. 

And  thou,  great  Sybil !  to  whofe  piercing  eye  90 

Difclc.s'd  the  fcenes  of  future  ages  lie ; 

Since  all  my  cares  and  labours  bat  explore 

An  empire  promis'd  by  the  Fate?  before. 

Give  me  to  fix  in  Latium's  fair  abodes 

The  fons  of  Troy,  and  reil  her  wand'ring  gods  :       9^ 

Then  {hall  my  hands  a  glorious  temple  frame 

To  mighty  Dian,  and  her  brother's  name; 

And  folemn  days  to  Phcebus  I'll  decree. 

And  in  my  realms  ihall  temples  rife  to  thee ; 

'f'here  all  thy  myilic  numbers  will  I  place,  loq 

With  all  the  fortunes  of  the  Trojan  race. 

By  chvofen  fages  g- warded,  there  Ihall  lie 

The  records,  facred  from  the  vulgar  eye. 

Nor  be  my  fates  to  fdtting  haves  confign'd. 

To  fly  the  common  fport  of  every  wind  1  105 

But  thou,  even  thou,  great  propheiefs  I  relate 

In  vocal  accents  all  my  future  fate. 

Now  raves  the  Sibyl  in  her  cave,  opprell 
By  Pha-bus  raging  in  her  heaving  breaft  ; 
She  ilrug^les  to  difcharge  the  mighty  load,  1 10 

Maddens  and  bounds,  impatient  of  the  god  : 

Her 
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Her  foamy  mouth  attentive  to  control. 
He  forms  her  organs  and  commands  her  foul. 
Then  (all  the  hundred  doors  difplay'd  to  view) 
Through  every  vent  the  facred  accents  flew  :  11^ 

By  fea,  O  prince  !  are  all  thy  perils  o'er. 
But  far,  far  greater  wait  thee  on  the  Ihore. 
Difmifs  thy  doubts  ;   to  Latiums  deftin'd  plain 
Troy's  fons  Ihall  come,  but  wifh  to  fly  again. 
Wars,  horrid  wars  I  fee  en  Tyber's  fliore;  120 

And  all  his  waves  run  thici^  with  human  gore ! 
Scamander  llialt  thou  find,  and  Simois  there. 
And  Greece  fnall  arm  a  fecond  hoft  for  war, 
A  new  Achilles  rifes  to  the  firht : 
Him  too  a  pregnant  goddefs  brings  to  light :  125 

And  heav'n's  great  queen,  with  unrelenting  hate. 
Still,  as  of  old,  purfues  the  Dardan  ftate. 
Once  more  the  woes  of  Troy  derive  their  caufe 
From  a  new  breach  of  hofpitable  laws  ; 
And  file  muf:  bleed  again  as  late  flie  bled,  I  ?# 

For  a  rap'd  princefs  and  a  foreign  bed. 
How  ihalt  thou  rove,  new  ficcours  to  implore. 
From  every  court  along  the  Latian  fliore  ! 
But  thou,  more  bold,  the  more  thy  fates  oppofe. 
Advance,  great  prince,  fjperior  to  thy  wots:         ij  = 
Thy  firfl:  fair  hopes  of  fafet)'  and  fuccefs. 
Beyond  thy  fondeft  wifli,  fliall  rife  from  Greece. 

Thus  fpoke  the  Sibyl  from  her  dark  abode 
The  dread  myflerious  anfwers  of  the  god; 
The  wond'rous  truths  invclv'd  in  riddles,  gave,       140 
And,  furious,  bellow'd  round  tne  gloomy  cave. 

G  4.  Apollo 
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Apollo  {hook  his  rod ;  poffeft  her  whole, 

Pour'd  in  his  fires,  and  rein'd  her  raging  foul. 

At  length  the  fierce  ethereal  tranfport  ceafe. 

And  all  the  heavenly  fury  funk  in  peace.  145 

When  thus  the  chief— O  facred  dame  !   I  know 
Too  well  already  my  predeflin'd  woe ; 
But  grant  my  pray'r  ! — Since  here,  as  Fame  relates. 
Lies  the  dread  road  to  Pluto's  gloomy  ^ates ; 
Where  baleful  Acheron  fpreads,  far  ai-d  wide,         150 
His  livid,  melancholy,  murmuring  tide ; 
Unfold  thefe  po'tals,  and  thy  fnppliant  lead 
Down  to  the  dark  dominions  of  the  dead  : 
Give  me  to  view  my  father's  reverend  face,    • 
And  ruih  with  tranfport  to  his  dear  embrace  !  155 

Him  Lhrough  embattled  armies  I  convey'd. 
While  javelins  hifs'd,  and  flames  ground  me  play'd. 
He  fliar'd  my  toils,  determin'd  to  defy 
The  florms  of  every  fea  and  every  fky ;  * 

Ip  hirdfhips,  cares  and  dangers  to  engage;  i6q 

Nor  fpar'd  his  Hooping  venerable  age. 
Yet  more-  he  bade  me  to  thy  cell  repair. 
And  feek  thy  potent  aid  v/ith  f.ippliant  pray'r : 
Oh  1  hear  our  joint  requef!^,  our  jufl  def^re ; 
And  guide  tie  fon,  in  pity  to  the  fire.  165 

Your's  is  the  pov/'r,  for  Hecate  bellowed 
On  you  the  rule  of  this  infernal  wood. 
If  Orpheus  by  his  lyre's  enchanting  ftrain 
Could  call  his  confort  from  the  fhades  again ; 
If  Pollux  dy'd  alternate,  to  convey  1 70 

His  ranfom'd  biOther  to  the  realms  of  day. 
And  trod  fo  oft  the  fame  infernal  way? 
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Why  (hould  I  Thefeus,  why  Alcldes  name. 

Each  hero  fprung  but  from  a  mortal  dame  ? 

To  hell  thofe  chiefs  defcended  from  above  :  '75  7 

I  claim  a  jufler  right ;  for  1  can  prove  > 

My  birth  from  Venus ;  my  defcent  from  Jove.  J 

Then  to  the  Trojan  hero,  as  he  prav'd 
And  grafp'd  the  altars,  fpoke  the  lacred  maid : 

O  glorious  prince  1  of  brave  Anchifes'  line,  iSo 

Great,  godlike  hero,  fprung  from  feed  divine  1 
Smooth  lies  the  road  to  Pluto's  gloomy  fliade  ; 
And  helfs  black  gates  for  ever  ibnd  difplay'd  : 
But  'tis  a  long  unconquerable  pain. 
To  climb  to  thefe  ethereal  realms  again.  185 

The  choice  felefljd  few,  whom  fav'ring  Jove, 
Or  their  own  virtue  raised  to  heaven  abo/e. 
From  thefe  dark  realms  emerg'd  again  to  day; 
The  mighty  fons  of  gods  !   and  only  th"y  '• 
The  frightful  entrance  lies  perplex-'d  v.ith  woods,     190 
luclos'd  with  fad  Cocytus'  fallen  floods. 
But  fmce  you  long  to  pafs  the  realms  beneath. 
The  dreadful  realms  ofdarkuefs  and  of  death. 
Twice  the  dire  Stygian  ftream  to  meafure  o'er. 
And  twice  the  black  Tartarean  guf  explore  :  195 

Flrll,   take  my  counfel,  then  fecurely  go, 
A  mighty  tree,  that  bears  a  golden  bough. 
Grows  in  a  vale,  furroundcd  v.ith  a  grove. 
And  facred  to  the  queen  of  Stygian  Jove. 
Iler  nether  world  no  mortals  can  behold,  2ca 

TiU  from  the  bole  they  fli  ip  the  blooming  gold. 
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The  mighty  queen  requires  this  gift  alone. 

And  claims  die  fhining  wonder  for  her  own. 

One  pluck'd  away,  a  fecond  branch  you  fee 

Shoot  forth  in  gold,  and  glitter  through  the  tree,  205 

Go  then ;  with  care  ered  thy  fearching  eyes. 

And  in  proud  trij.mpli  feize  the  glorious  prize. 

Tiiy  purpos'd  journey  if  the  Fates  allow, 

Free  to  tJiy  t'...uc:i  ihall  oend  the  coftly  bough : 

If  not;  the  tree  will  mori:aI  Hrength  difdain;  2i(f 

And  fteel  fnall  hew  the  glitt'ring  branch  in  vain. 

Befides,  wniie  here  my  counfel  you  implore. 

Your  breathlefs  fiiend,  ur.buried  on  the  fnore, 

(Ah  !  haplefs  warrior  1  in  thy  abfence  loft) 

The  camp  uiihallows,  and  pollutes  the  hoil.  2 1 5 

Fii-il  let  his  cold  remains  in  earth  be  laid. 

And  decent  in  the  graze  di{pcfc  the  de-id. 

The  due  lultration  next  perform,  and  bring 

The  fable  viflims  f;)r  the  Stygian  king. 

Then  to  the  realms  of  hell  Ihah  thou  repair,  220 

Untrod  by  thofe  who  breathe  the  vital  air. 

She  ceas'd ;  the  mournfdl  prince  returns  with  fighs^: 
On  earth  the  drooping  hero  fix'd  his  eyes. 
I3eep  in  his  melancholy  thoughts  he  weigh'd 
The  dire  event,  and  all  the  Sibyl  faid;  22^ 

While  at  his  ^de  the  good  Achates  fhares 
The  warrior's  anguifh,  and  divides  his  cares. 
Oft  they  div'in'd  in  vain,  what  haplef-  friend 
Dead  and  exposM,  her  dubious  v/ords  intend, 
5nt  when  arriv'd,  amid  the  crowded  llrand  2 30 

They  faw  Mifenus  llretch'd  along  the  fand ; 

The 
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The  grea:  Miienus,  of  celeftial  kind 

Sprung  from  the  mighty  monarch  of  the  wind  ; 

^^^aofe  triirap,  with  noble  ciangors,  fir'd  from  far 

Th'  embattled  hofls,  and  blev/  the  flames  of  war.    235 

By  Heclor's  fide  with  unrefifled  might 

His  javelin  rag'd;  his  trumpet  rous'd  the  fight. 

But  when  that  hero  on  the  Phrygian  plain 

By  ftern  Pelides'  thund'ring  arm  was  fiam. 

He  follow'd  next  Eneas'  conqu'ring  fword,  240 

As  brave  a  warrior  as  his  former  lord. 

But  while  the  daring  mortal  o"er  the  flood 

Rais'd  his  high  notes,  and  challeng'd  every  god. 

With  envy  Triton  hear'd  the  nob  e  ilrain. 

And  whelm'd  the  bold  m.ufician  in  the  main.  245 

Around  the  body  ftcod  the  mournful  hoft. 

By  his  great  mailer  wept,  and  fuiter'd  moll. 

Tile  ioiTOW'ing  troops  the  Sibyl's  words  obey. 

And  to  the  lofty  forefl:  bend  their  way. 

To  bid  the  proud  funereal  pyre  arlfd,  250 

And  build  the  folemn  frructure  to  tlie  fki^s. 

Then  ned  the  favage  from  his  dark  abode  ; 

The  well-ply'd  axes  echo  throuoh  the  wood. 

The  piercing  wedges  cleav^e  the  crackhng  oak ; 

Loud  groan  the  trees  and  fmk  at  every  ft.oke.  255' 

The  tall  afli  tumbles  from  the  mountain's  crown ; 

Th'  aerial  elms  corne  craihing  headlong  down. 

Firil  of  the  train,  the  prince,  with  thund'ring  found, 

W'hirl'd  his  huge  axe,  and  fpread  the  ruin  round. 

Then  as  the  mighty  foreil:  he  furvey'd,  260 

P'erwhelm'd  with  care  the  thoughtful  hero  pray'd : 

Chi 
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Oh  !  in  this  ample  grove  could  I  behold 

The  tree  that  blooms  with  vegetable  gold  ! 

Slice  truth  infpir'd  each  word  the  Sibyl  faid; 

Too  truly  fhe  pronounc'd  Mifenus  dead  !  265 

Vv'hi.e  yet  he  fpoke,  two  doves  before  him  flew : 

His  mother's  birds  the  chief  with  tranfport  knew; 

Taen,  as  th^y  fat:ed  on  the  verdant  plain. 

The  j"'yfal  hero  pray'd,  nor  pray'd  in  vain : 

Be  yoa  my  guides  through  airy  tracks  above,  270 

Ai.d  le.id  my  fo^tileps  to  the  fatal  grove; 

Point  out  t.ie  ro:'.d  (if  any  can  be  found,) 

Where  the  rich  bough  o'crfpreads  the  facred  ground. 

With  chequer'd  darknefs  pierc'd  by  golden  rays. 

And  darts  at  once  a  lliadow  and  a  blaze :  275 

Tliou  too,  O  gcddefs  mother  I  lead  me  on, 

U'lfold  thefe  wonders,  and  relieve  my  fon. 

This  faid,  he  flop'd ;  but  Hill  his  eager  fight 

V/atch'd  evQry  motion,  and  obferv'd  their  flight. 

By  turns  they  feed,  by  turns  they  gently  fly;  280 

Th'  advancip=g  chief  ilill  follows  with  his  eye. 

Arriv'd  at  length,  v/here,  breathing  to  the  fkies. 

Blue  clouds  of  poifon  from  Avernus  rif^. 

Swift  from  the  deathfu!  bait  at  once  th?y  fp  iag. 

Cue  the  light  air,  and  fnoot  up-.n  the  wing  ;  285 

Then  on  the  wond  rous  tree  tlie  doves  alight. 

Where  fhines  the  fatal  bough  divinely  bright. 

That,  gliding  all  the  leaves  with  glancing  beams. 

Strikes  through  the  fullen  fhade  with  golden  gleams : 

As  wh  -n  bleak  winter  binds  th;;  frozen  fkies,  290 

Pufl-rd  from  the  oak  her  foreign  honours  rife; 

The 
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The  lofty  trunk  th'  adopted  branches  crown, 
GracM  with  a  yellow  offspring  not  her  own  : 
So  with  bright  beams,  all  beauteous  to  beho'd, 
Glow'd  on  the  dufky  tree  the  blooming  gold;  zg^ 

The  blooming  gold,  by  every  breath  inciin'd, 
Flam'd  as  it  wav'd,  and  twinkled  in  the  wind. 
The  chief  with  tranfport  ftripp'd  the  branching  ore. 
And  the  rich  trophy  to  the  Sibyl  bore. 

Next  on  the  ftrand,  with  tears  tiie  Trojans  paid  300 
The  lall  fad  honours  to  Mifenus'  fhade  : 
With  cloven  oaks  and  uncfluous  pines,  they  rear 
A  llately  folemn  pile  aloft  in  air. 
With  fable  wreaths  they  deck  the  fides  around. 
The  fpreading  front  with  baleful  cyprefs  bound. 
And  with  his  arms  the  tow'ring  ftru6iure  crown 'd 
Some  the  huge  cauldron  fill ;  the  foaming  fti-eam 
From  the  deep  womb  mojnts  bubbling  o'er  the  brim. 
With  groans  the  train  anoint  and  bathe  the  dead. 
O'er  the  cold  limbs  his  purple  garment  f^^rcid,    3 
And  place  him  decent  on  the  funeral  bed; 
While  thefe  fupport  the  bier,  and  in  their  hands. 
With  looks  averted,  hold  the  flaming  brands  : 
The  rite  of  old! — rich  incenfe  loads  th^  pyre. 
And  oils  and  ilaaghter'd  viclim.s  feed  the  fire.  315 

Soon  5s  the  pile,  fubfiding,  flames  no  mere. 
With  wine  the  fmoking  heap  they  fprinkltd  o'er; 
Then  Chorinae'js  took  the  charge,  to  place 
The  bones  fele^led  in  a  b/azen  vafe  : 
A  verdant  branch  of  dive  in  his  hands,  J20 

He  mov'd  around,  and  purify 'd  the  bands ; 

Slow 
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Slow  as  he  paft,  the  luilral  waters  ihed, 

Then  clos'd  the  rites,  and  thrice  invok'd  the  deai. 

This  done ;  to  folemnize  the  warrior's  doom> 
The  pious  hero  rais'd  a  lofty  tomb;  325 

The  tow'rlng  top  his  well-known  enfigns  bore. 
His  arms,  his  once  loud  trump,  and  tjipering  oar : 
Beneath  tlie  mountain  rofe  the  mighty  frame. 
That  bears  from  age  to  age  Mifenus'  name. 

Thefe  rites  diicharg'd  :  the  Sibyl  to  obey,  336 

Swift  from  the  tomb  the  hero  bends  his  way. 
Deep,  deep,  a  cavern  lies,  devoid  of  light. 
All  rough  with  rocks,  and  horrible  to  fight ; 
Its  dreadful  mouth  is  fenc'd  with  fable  floodsv 
And  the  bro'.vn  horrors  of  firrounding  woods.  535 

From  it3  black  jaws  fjch  baleful  vapours  rife. 
Blot  the  bright  day,  a*id  blafl  the  golden  fk:es> 
That  not  a  bird  can  ftretch  her  pinions  there 
Through  the  thick  poifons  and  incumber'd  air. 
But  ftruck  by  death  her  flagging  pinions  ceafe;       340 
And  hence  Aornus  was  it  call'd  by  Greece. 
Hither  the  prieflefs  four  black  heifers  led. 
Between  their  horns  the  hallow'd  wine  Ihe  fiied ; 
From  their  high  front  the  topmoft  hairs  flie  drew. 
And  in  the  flames  the  firil:  oblations  threw.  345 

Then  calls  on  pcrent  Hecate,  renown'd. 
In  heav'n  above,  and  Erebus  profound. 
The  viftims  next  tK'  attendants  kill'd,  and  flood 
With  ample  chargers,  to  receive  the  blood. 
To  eartli  and  night  a  lamb  of  fable  hue,  350 

With  f  jlcmn  rites,  the  pic  us  hero  flew. 

Next 
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Next  by  the  knife  a  barren  heifer  fell 

To  great  Perfephcne  the  qvieen  of  hell. 

Then  to  her  lord,  infernal  Jove,  he  paid 

A  large  oblation  in  the  gloomy  (hade;  355 

And  oils  amid  the  burning  entrails  poar'd* 

While  flaughter'd  bulls  the  facred  flam=s  devour'd. 

When  lo  !  by  dawning  day,  with  dreadful  found. 

Beneath  their  footfteps  groans  the  heaving  ground 

The  groves  all  wave;  the  forelis  tremble  round.  360 

Pale  Hecate  forfook  t]>e  nedier  flcy. 

And  howling  dogs  proclaim 'd  the  gcddefs  nigh. 

Fly,  ve  prophane  !  far,  far  away,  remove 

(Exclaims  the  Sybil)  from  the  facred  grove  ; 

And  thou,  ^neas,  draw  thy  Ihining  Heel,  365 

And  boldly  take  the  dreadful  road  to  hell. 

To  the  great  ta  k  thy  ilrength  and  courage  call, 

V.'ith  all  thy  pow'rs ;  this  initant  claim  them  all. 

This  faid ;  ilie  plunges  down  the  deep  defcent ; 

The  prince  as  boldly  follow'd  v/here  The  went.         370 

Ye  fabterraneous  gods !  whofe  awefiil  f.'.'ay 
The  gliding  ghofts  and  filent  fhades  obey ; 
O  Chaos  hoar  !  and  PhJegetlion  profound  ! 
Whofe  folemn  empire  ft  retches  wide  around; 
Give  me,  ye  great  tremendous  pow'rs,  to  tell         37^ 
Of  fcenes,  and  wonders  in  the  depths  of  hell; 
Give  me  your  mighty  fecrets  to  difplay 
From  tliofe  black  realms  ofdarknefs  to  the  day. 
1  -  Now  thiough  the  difmal  gloom  they  pafs,  and  tread 
\}rim  Pluto's  courts,  the  regions  cf  the  dead;         a 80 
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As  puzzled  travellers  bevvilder''d  move, 
(The  moon  fcarce  glimmering  thro'  the  dufky  grove) 
When  Jove  from  mortal  eyes  has  fnaLch'd  the  light. 
And  wrapt  the  world  in  undiflinguifh'd  night. 

At  hell's  dread  mouth  a  thouland  mongers  wait;  385 
Grief  fweeps,  and  Vengeance  bellows  in  the  gate: 
Bafe  Want,  low  Fear,  and  Famine's  lawlefs  rage. 
And  pale  Difeafe,  and  flow  repining  Age, 
Fierce  formidable  fiends  !   the  portal  keep ; 
With  Pain,  Toil,  Death,  and  Death's  half-brother  Sleep. 
Tnere,  Joys,  embitter'd  with  remorfe  appear;        391 
Daughters  of  Guilt !  here  ftorms  deftrudive  War. 
Mad  Difcord  there  her  fnaky  treifes  tore : 
Here,  ftretch'd  on  iron  beds ^^^jhe  Furies  roar. 
Full  m  the  midil:  a  fpreading  elm  difplay'd  395 

His  aged  arms,  and  caft  a  mighty  fhade. 
Each  trembhng  leaf  with  fome  light  vifion  teems. 
And  heaves  impregnated  with  airy  dreams. 
With  double  forms  each  Scylla  took  her  place 
In  hell's  dark  entrance,  with  the  Centaur's  race ;    400 
And,  dole  by  Lerna's  hiffing  monller,  Hands 
Briareus  dreadful  with  an  hundred  hands. 
There  flern  Geryon  rag'd  ;  and,  all  around. 
Fierce  H  rpies  fcream'd,  and  direful  Gorgons  frownMi 
Here  from  Chimera's  jaws  long  flames  expire ;       405 
And  the  huge  fiend  was  wrap'd  in  fmoke  and  fire. 
Scar'd  at  the  fight,  his  fword  the  hero  drew 
At  the  grim  monflers,  as  they  rofe  to  view. 
His  guide  then  warn'd  him,  not  to  wage  the  war 
With  thin  light  forms^  and  images  of  air;  410 

Elfe 
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Elfe  had  he  rufh'd  amid  th'  impaffive  tram, 
And  madly  flruck  at  empty  (hades  in  vain. 

Froju-hence.  a  dark  uncomfortable-xoad 
Leads  to  dread  Acheron's  Tartarean  flood, 
Whofe  furious  whirlpools  boil  on  every  fide,  415 

And  in  Cocytus  pour  the  roaring  tide 
All  ftain'd  with  ooze,  and  black  with  rifing  fands. 
Lord  of  the  flood,  imperious  Charon  Hands; 
But  rough,  begrim'd,  and  dreadful  he  appcar'd ; 
Rude  and  negledled  hung  his  length  of  beard  ;    .     420 
All  patcli'd  and  knotted  flutters  his  attire ; 
His  wrathful  eyeballs  glare  with  fanguine  fire. 
Though  old,  IHU  unimpairM  by  years  he  llood. 
And  hoary  vigour  bleil  the  furly  god. 
Himfelf  ftill  ply'd  the  oars,  the  canvas  fpread,         425 
And  in  his  fable  bark  convey'd  the  dead. 
Hither,  a  mighty  crowd,  a  mingled  hoil:, 
Confus'd,  came  pouring  round  the  Stygian  coafl. 
Men,  matrons,  boys  and  virgins,  in  the  throng. 
With  mighty  kings,  and  heroes  march'd  along;      43Q 
And  blooming  youths  before  their  mournful  fires 
Stretch'd  out  untimely  on  their  funeral  pyres ; 
Thick  as  the  leaves  come  fluttering  from  above. 
When  cooler  autumn  ilrips  the  blalled  grove  : 
Thick,  as  the  feather'd  flocks,  in  clofe  array,  43- 

O'er  the  wide  fields  of  ocean  whig  their  way. 
When  from  the  rage  of  winter  they  repair 
To  warmer  funs,  and  m.ore  indulgent  air. 
All  ftretch'd  their  fuppliant  hands,  and  all  implore 
The  firil:  kind  paflage  to  the  farther  fhore.  44.0 

Vol.  LIU.'  H  Now 
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Now  thefe,  now  thofe,  he  fingles  from  the  hol!,- 

And  fome  he  drives  all  trembling  from  the  coaft. 

The  prince  aftonifii'd  at  the  tumult,  cry'd. 

Why  crowd  fuch  mighty  numbers  to  the  tide  ? 

Why  are  thofe  favour'd  ghofts  tranfported  o'er  ?      44^ 

And  thefe  fad  fiiades  chas'd  backward  from  the  ihore  ? 

The  full  of  days,  the  Sybil  thus  replies ; 

Great  prince,  the  true  defcendant  of  the  fkies ! 

You  fee  Cocytus'  llream  ;  the  Stygian  floods, 

Whofe  aweful  fanclion  binds  th'  atterting  gods.        450 

Thofe,  who  neglevfled  on  the  ftrand  remain. 

Are  all  a  wretched,  poor,  unbury'd  train, 

Charon  is  he,  who  o'er  the  flood  prefides ; 

And  thofe  interr'd,  who  crofs  the  Stygian  tides. 

No  mortals  pafs  the  hoarfe-refounding  wave,  4^^ 

But  thofe  who  flumber  in  the  peaceful  grave. 

Thus,  till  a  hundred  years  have  roll'd  away. 

Around  thefe  fliores  the  plaintive  fpedres  flray. 

That  mighty  term  expir'd,  their  wanderings  pafl-. 

They  reach  the  long  expefted  fliore  at  lafl.  460 

Struck  with  their  fate,  his  fl:eps  the  hero  fliay'd. 
And  with  foft  pity  all  the  crowd  furvey'd. 
When  lo !   Leucafpis  in  tlie  throng  be  fpy'd ; 
And  great  Orontes,  once  the  Lycian  guide ; 
Sullen  and  fad ;  for  fate's  relentlefs  doom  465 

Deny'd  the  chiefs  the  honour  of  a  tomb; 
Whofe  galley,  whiri'd  by  temperts  round  and  round. 
Sunk,  by  a  mighty  furge  devour'd  and  drown'd. 
Now  drew  his  pilot  Palinurus  nigh, 
liVho  watdiing  ever)'  liar  that  gilds  the  fky,  470 

While 
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While  from  the  Libyan  Ihores  his  courfe  he  keeps. 

From  thetall  item  plunged  headlopj^riown  the  deeps. 

Penfive  his  flow  approach  the  fpeftre  made. 

When,  a. J  the  prince  had  fcarce  hi^  form  furv^ 

Thro'  the  thick  gloom,  he  iirft  addrefs'd  the  fnade ; 

What  godhead  whelm'd  my  friend,  our  faithful  guide. 

Beneath  the  roarings  of  the  dreadful  tide  ? 

Tell  me — for  oh  !  I  never  could  complain. 

Till  now,  of  Phoebus,  nor  believ'd  in  vain. 

Once  he  foretold — (but  ah  !  thofe  hopes  are  loft)    480 

That  Palinurc  fhould  reach  th'  Aufonian  coail:. 

Safe  from  the  giddy  llorm  and  rolling  nood ; 

Is  this,  is  this  the  promife  of  a  god  ? 

Nor  Phoebus,  he  replies,  foretold  in  vain. 
Nor  has  a  god  o'ervvhelm'd  me  in  the  main.  485 

No — as  I  fteer'd  along  the  foamy  fea. 
Headlong  I  fell,  and  tore  the  helm  away. 
But  by  thofe  iicrce  tumultuous  floods  I  fwear. 
For  my  own  life  I  never  idt  a  fear. 
For  your's  alone  I  trembled,  leil  the  fliip>  490 

Left  all  at  large  and  bounding  o'er  the  deep, 
Rob'd  of  her  helm  and  long-experienc'd  guide. 
Should  fmk,  o'erwhelm'd  in  iuch  a  furious  tide. 
For  three  long  liorrny  nights  fublime  I  rode, 
Heav'd  by  the  fouthern  tempefls  o'er  the  flood ;       49: 
At  early  dawn  my  eyes  couM  jull  explore. 
From  a  tall  tow'ring  furge,  th"'  Italian  fliore. 
Thus  tir'd,  the  land  I  gain  by  flow  degrees. 
And,  'fcap'd  at  length  the  dangers  of  the  feas ; 

H  2  But 
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But  hopes  of  prey  the  favage  natives  led,  ^d© 

And,  while  I  grafp'd  the  ftiaggy  mountain's  head, 

(My  cumb'rous  velb  yet  heavy  from  the  main,) 

By  barbarous  hands  thy  helplefs  friend  was  flain. 

And  now  by  floating  furges  am  I  toft. 

With  every  wind,  and  dafh'd  upon  the  coall.  505 

But  by  the  light  of  yon  ethereal  air. 

By  thy  dead  father,  and  furviving  heir, 

O  prince  !  thy  pity  to  a  v/retch  extend ; 

And  from  thefe  difmal  realms  enlarge  thy  friend. 

Or  to  the  Veline  port  diredl  thy  way,  5 10 

And  in  the  ground  my  breathlefs  body  lay : 

Or,  if  thy  goddefs-mother  can  difciofe 

Some  means  to  fix  a  period  to  my  woes, 

(For  fure  uncall'd,  unguided  by  the  gods. 

You  durft  not  pafs  thefe  dreadful  Stygian  floods)     5 1 5 

Lend  to  a  pining  wretch  thy  friendly  hand. 

And  waft  him  with  thee  to  the  farther  itrand ! 

Thus,  in  this  difmal  ftate  of  death  at  leaft 

My  wand'ring  foul  may  lie  compos'd  in  reft. 

And  how,  reply 'd  the  dame,  could  rife  in  man    520 
A  wilh  fo  impious ;  or  a  thought  fo  vain  1 
Uncall'd,  unbury'd,  wouldft  thou  venture  o'er. 
And  view  th'  infernal  fiends  who  guard  the  fliore  ? 
Hope  not  to  turn  the  courfe  of  fate  by  pray'r. 
Or  bend  the  gods  inflexibly  fevere :  525 

But  bear  thy  doom  content ;  while  I  difciofe 
A  beam  of  comfort  to  relieve  thy  woes ; 
For  know,  the  nations  bord'ring  on  the  floods 
Alarm'd  by  direful  omens  of  the  godo. 


VIRGIL'S    ^NE  ID.     BOOK  VI.     ic* 

In  full  atonement  of  thy  death  ihall  rear  530 

A  mighty  tomb,  and  annual  offerings  bear. 

The  place,  from  age  to  age  renown'd  by  fame. 

Still  fhall  be  known  by  Palinurus"  name. 

Thefe  words  reliev'd  his  forrows,  and  difplay'd 

A  dawn  of  joy  to  pleafe  the  penfive  fhade.  535 

Now  they  proceed ;  but  foon  the  pilot  fpy'd 
The  ftrangers  from  the  wood  approach  the  tide. 
Then  to  the  godlike  chief,  in  wrath  he  faid. 
Mortal !  whoe'er  thou  art,  in  arms  array'd. 
Stand  off;  approach  not;  but  at  diftance  fay,  5.}.o 

Why  to  thefe  waters  dar'ft  thou  bend  thy  way  ? 
Thefe  are  the  realms  of  Sleep,  the  dreadful  coafls 
Of  fable  Night,  and  airy  gliding  ghofts. 
No  living  mortals  o'er  the  llream  I  lead; 
Our  bark  is  only  facred  to  the  dead.  54^ 

Know,  I  repent  I  led  Pirithoiis  o'er. 
With  mighty  Thefeus,  to  the  farther  fhore ; 
The  great  Alcides  pall  the  Stygian  floods; 
Though  thefe  were  heroes,  and  the  fons  of  gods. 
From  Pluto's  throne,  this  drag'd  in  chains  away     550 
Hell's  triple  porter,  trembling,  to  the  day, 
Thofe  from  his  lofty  dome  afpir'd  to  lead 
The  beauteous  partner  of  his  royal  bed. 
To  whom  the  facred  dame — how  vain  thy  fear ! 
Thefe  arms  intend  no  violence  of  war.  555 

May  tlie  huge  dog  through  all  the  Stygian  coafls. 
Roar  from  his  den,  and  fcare  the  flying  gholls ; 
UntouchJd_and  chafle,  Perfephone  may  dwell. 
And  with  grim  Pluto  fliare  the  throne  of  hell : 
^  ^"^''  H  3  The 
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The  Trojan  prince,  ^^neas,  far  around  560 

For  valour,  arms,  and  piety  renown'd. 

Through  thefe  infernal  realm^.  decrees  to  go. 

And  meet  his  father  in  the  fliadcs  below. 

To  bend  thy  mind,  if  fach  high  virtue  fail. 

At  leafl  this  glorious  rrefent  mull:  prevail ;  565 

(Then  fliow'd  the  bough,  that  lay  beneath  her  veil.) 

At  once  his  ri fmg  uTath  was  huili'd  to  reft; 

At  once  ftood  reconcil'd  the  ruthlefs  god, 

And  bow'd  v.  ith  reverence  to  tlie  golden  rod  j 

Bow'd,  and  refas'd  his  office  now  no  more,  5^0 

But  turns  the  fable  veffel  to  the  fliore ; 

Drives  from  the  deck  the  flitting  airy  train ; 

Then  in  the  bark  receiv'd  the  mighty  man. 

The  feeble  vefTel  groans  beneath  the  load. 

And  drinks  at  many  a  leak  th'  infernal  flood.  575 

The  dame  and  prince  at  laft  are  waft.d  o'er 

Safe  to  the  Himy  ftrand  and  cozy  fhore. 

Arrived,  they  firA  grim  Cerberus  furvey ; 
Stretch'd  in  his  den  th'  enormous  mcnfter  lay. 
His  three  wide  mouths,  with  many  a  dreadful  yell,  58Q 
And  long,  loud  bellowings,  fnook  the  realms  of  hell: 
Now  o'er  his  neck  the  ftarting  ferpents  role. 
When  to  the  fiend  the  dame  a  morfel  throws. 
Honey,  and  drugs,  and  poppy  juices  iteep 
The'ternper'd  mafs  with  all  the  pow'rs  of  fieep.       585 
With  three  huge  gaping  mouths,  impatient  flies 
The  growling  fa\  age,  and  devours  the  prize ; 
TJien,  by  the  charm  fubdird,  he  i'unk  away  ;         [^^Y' 
And  llretch'd  ^11  o'er  tlie  cave,  the  flumb'ring  monftej 
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The  fiend  thus  luU'd,  the  hero  took  the  road,  590 

And  left  behind  th'  irremeable  flood. 

Now,  as  tliey  enter'd,  doleful  icreams  they  hear ; 

And  tender  cries^finfants  pierce  the  ear. 

Juft  new  to  life,  by  too  fevere  a  doom, 

Snatch'd  from  the  cradle  to  the  filent  tomb  !  595 

Next,  mighty  numbers  crowd  the  ver^e  of  hell. 

Who,  by  a  partial  charge  and  fentence  fell. 

Here,  by  a  jufter  lot,  their  feats  they  took; 

The  fatal  urn  imperious  Minos  (hook. 

Convenes  a  council,  bids  the  fpe'flrcs  plead,  600 

Rehears  the  wretches,  and  abfolves  the  dead. 

Then  crowds  fucceed,  \^  ho,  prodigal  of  breath, 

Themlilves  anticipate  the  doom  of  death ; 

Though  free  from  guilt,  they  call  theirji\'es_  ^way. 

And  fad  and  fullen  hate  tne^'^aMeh  day.  605 

Oh  !  with  what  joy  the  wretches  now  would  bear 

Pain,  toil  and  wee,  to  breathe  the  vital  air  I 

In  vain  I — by  fate  for  ever  are  the}'  bound 

With  dire  xlvernus,  and  the  lake  profound  ! 
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Next  open  wide  the  melancholy  plains, 
Where  lovers  pine  in  everlaiung  pains ; 
Tho{e_fofc  confuming  flames  they  felt  alive, 
Purfue  the  v/retches,  and  in  death  fiir\ive. 
Here,  where  the  myrtle  groves  their  ihades  difplay,  6 1 5 
In  cover'd  walks  they,  pafs  their  hours  away, 
Evadne,  Phaedra,  Procris  he  {urvcy'd, 
J'Aiiphae  next,  and  Laodamia's  ihade, 

H  4  Stabb'd 
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Stabb'd  by  her  fon,  falfe  Eriphyle  there 

Points  to  her  wound,  and  lays  her  bofom  bare  :       620 

Cceneus,  who  try'd  both  fexes,  trod  the  plain. 

Now  to  a  woman  chang-'d  by  fate  again. 

With  thefe,  fair  Dido  rang'd  tlie  filent  wood. 

New  from  her  wound,  her  bofom  bath'd  in  blood; 

The  chief,  advancing  through  the  ihady  fcens,       625 

Scarce  through,  the  gloom  difcern'd  the  fullen  qusen : 

So  the  pale  moon  fcarce  glimmers  to  the  eye. 

When  firll  fhe  rifes  in  a  clouded  iky. 

He  wept,  and  thus  addreil:  her  in  the  grove. 

With  all  the  melting  tendernefs  of  love  :  630 

Then  was  it  true,  that  by  revengeful  fleel. 
Stung  W'ith  defpair,  unhappy  Dido  fell  ? 
And  I,  was  I  the  caufe  of  that  defpair  r 
Yet  oh  !  I  vow  by  every  golden  ftar ; 
By  all  the  pow'rs  th'  ethereal  regions  know,  6^^ 

By  all  the  pow'rs  that  rule  the  world  below, 
I  left  your  realm  reluftant ;  o'er  the  floods 
Call'd  by  the  Fates,  and  fummon'd  by  the  godf ; 
Th'  immortal  gcds ;  -  by  whofe  commands  I  come 
From  yon  bright  realms  to  this  eternal  gloom  :        640 
Condemn  u  the  wafceful  deep  of  night  to  tread. 
And  pais  thcfe  doleful  regions  of  the  dead. 
Ah !  could  I  think,  when  urg'd  by  heav'n  to  go. 
My  fiight;  vvould  plunge  you  in  the  depth  of  woe  ! 
Stay,  Dido,  Hay,  and  fee  from  whom  vou  fly  ?       645 
'Tis  from  your  fond  repentant  lover's  eye. 
Turn  then  cue  moment,  and  my  vows  believe. 
The  lall,  laff  moment  fate  will  ever  give  I 

Nought 
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Nought  to  theie  tender  words  the  fair  replies. 
But  fixt  on  earth  her  unrelenting  eyes,  650 

The  chief  ftill  weeping  :  witJi  a  fullen  mien, 
Jn  fledfaft  filence,  frown'd  th'  obdurate  queen. 
Fixt  as  a  rock  amidll:  the  roaring  main. 
She  hears  him  figh,  implore,  and  plead  in  vain. 
Then,  where  the  woods  their  th'ckell  fhades  difplay,  655 
From  his  detefted  fight  Ihe  (hoots  away ; 
There  from  her  dear  Sichccus  in  me  grove. 
Found  all  her  cares  repaid,  and  love  return 'd  for  love. 
Touch"d  with  her  woes,  the  prnic-  v.lth  ilreaming  eyes 
And  floods  of  tears,  purfaes  her  as  Ihe  hies.  660 

Hence  he  proceeds;  and  Ir.il:  the  felds  appear. 
Where  Halk'd  the  proud  hcrTok  fons  of  war, 
Tydeus  and  pale  Adraftus  rofe  to  fight. 
With  *  Atalanta's  fon  renov/n'd  in  fight. 
Here,  a  long  crowd  of  chiefs  the. prince  beheld,      66^ 
Who  fell  lamented  in  the  glorious  field. 
His  Trojan  friends; — wich  fighs  he  view' J  tiie  train; 
Three  valiant  fons  of  fage  An  tenor  ilain  : 
Here  brave  Theriilocus  and  Glaucus  flood, 
Medon  and  Polyoctes  bath'd  in  blood.  6jq 

IdasQs  there  ftill  glories  in  alarms. 
Vaults  on  his  car,  and  wields  his  fhlning  arms. 
Eager  to  view  the  chi jf,  on  either  hand. 
Rank  behind  rank,  the  eager  v/arriors  fland : 
All  in  their  turn  retard  the  prince,  to  .know  675 

What  urg'd  his  journey  to  the  fhades  below. 

t  Parthenop^us, 

Not 
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Not  fo  the  kings  of  Greece — appall'd,  dirmay'd,        T 

The  hollile  chiefs  the  godhke  man  furvey'd  i- 

In  arms  that  glitter'd  through  the  dufky  fhade.  3 

Some  turn'd  and  fled,  aftonifli'd  at  the  view,  680 

As  when  before  liim  to  their  fleets  they  flew. 

Some  rais'd  a  cry  ;  the  flutt'ring  accents  hung. 

And  dy'd  imperf^^l  on  the  trembling  tongue. 

Here  Priam's  fon,  Deiphobus,  he  found  ; 

The  mangled  youth  was  one  contiriu'd  wound.         685 

For  now  his  face,  his  beauteous  face  appears 

Gafli'd,  and  difhonour'd  with  a  thouiand  fears. 

Plis  hands,  ears,  noilrils,  hideous  to  furvey ! 

The  ilern  infulting  foes  had  lopp'd  away  ; 

Trembling  lie  ftood,  induftrious  to  conceal  690 

The  bloody  traces  of  the  ruthlels  fteel. 

Scon  as  the  prince  difcern'd  him,  he  began. 

And  thus  deplor'd  the  miferable  man  : 

0  brave  Deiphobus  !   O  chief  divine  ! 

Sprung  from  majeilic  Teucer's  martial  line  :  695 

V/hat  fierce  barbarian  hands  could  thus  difgrace 
Thy  manly  figure,  and  thy  beauteous  face  ? 
In  that  lail  night,  when  llion  funk  in  fl.ime, 

1  heard,  brave  warrior  I   from  the  voice  of  fame. 
You  fell  on  heaps  of  foes,  with  (laughter  tir'd,        700 
And  on  the  glorious  purple  pile  expii-'d. 

With  care  I  rais'd  on  our  Rlioetean  coafl: 

A  vacant  tomb,  and  hail'd  thy  mighty  ghoil : 

Thv  name  and  arms  adorn  the  place  around ;  -% 

And,  had  thy  mangled  bleeding  corfe  been  found,  705  > 

Thy  rehcks  had  repos'd  in  Trcjan  ground.  3 

My 
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My  friend  (replies  the  chief)  has  duly  paid. 
All  funeral  honours  to  my  penfive  fhade  ; 
But  thefe  dire  woes  from  fatal  Helen  came  ; 
Thefe  are  the  triumphs  of  the  Spartan  dame  [  710 

For  well,  too  well  you  knoWj  in  what  dehght 
We  fondly  fpent  our  laft  deilructive  ni^ht : 
When  the  vaft  monfler  big  with  ilion's  doom, 
Tower'd  through  the  towii,  an  army  in  its  v\'omb; 
In  folemn  Ihow  fhe  bade  th?  dames  advance,  yi^ 

And  in  difiemblcd  orgies  led  the  dance ; 
A  flaming  torch  flie  brandilli'd  in  her  hand; 
Then  from  the  tow'r  invites  the  Grecian  band. 
While,  worn  with  labours  I  repos'd  my  head 
(Ah  wretch  iii-fated  i)  on  cur  bridal  bed.  720 

My  heavy  lids  the  dews  of  flumber  fteep, 
Luli'd  in  a  foft,  profound,  and  deathrlike  ileep. 
Then  from  beneath  my  head,  as  tii-'d  I  lay. 
My  loyal  bride  conveys  my  (word  away. 
Removes  my  arms,  unfolds  the  coor,  and  calls       yzc 
Her  Spartan  lord  within  my  palace  walls ; 
Betrays  her  kill,  to  pleafe  her  former  fpoufe. 
And  cancel  all  the  guilt  of  broken  vcv,/s  ! 
Fierce  they  broke  in,  by  dire  UlylTes  led. 
And  bafely  flew  me  in  the  bridal  bed.  730 

Hear  my  juil  pray'rs,  ye  gods  I — to  Greece  repay 
A  fate  like  mine  ;  give  all  your  vengeance  way  ! 
But  thee,  O  prince,  what  wond'rous  fortune  led 
Alive,  to  thefe  dominions  cf  the  dead  ? 
Say,  did  the  will  and  coimfel  of  the  gods,  73^- 

Or  the  rude  tcmpefts  and  tumultuous  flood-^, 

Com- 
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Compel  thy  courie  from  yon  ethereal  light. 
To  thcic  dark  realms  of  everiailing  night  ? 

Mean  tin.c  the  iwift-vving'd  couriers  of  the  fun 
Through  heav'n  lull  half  their  fiery  race  had  runj  740 
And  all  th'  appc  inted  hours  i^  talk  had  paft. 
But  thus  the  priellefs  warn'd  the  chief  at  lall: 
Lo  !  night  a.  /ances,  prince  !  —we  vvaile  away 
In  idle  lorrov,  3  the  remains  of  day. 
See — in  two  imple  roads,  the  way  divides;  74^ 

The  right,  direct,  our  deftin'd  journey  guides. 
By  Pluto's  palace,  to  th'  E^yfiai  plains ; 
The  left  to  Tartarus,  where,  bound  in  chains. 
Loud  howl  the  damn'd  in  everlalHng  pains. 
Dlfmifs  thy  wrath,  replies  the  penfive  fhade,  750 

But  one  word  more^^l  then  rejoin  the  dead  : 
Go — mighty  prince,  the  promis'd  throne  afcend  ; 
Go — but  with  better  fortune  than  thy  friend  ! 
With  thefe  lall:  accents,  to  the  warrior  holl 
Retires  the  trembling,  melancholy  ghoft.  755 

Now  to  the  left,  ^-neas  darts  his  eyes, 
"Where  lofty  walls  with  triple  ramparts  rife. 
There  rolls  fwift  Phlegethon,  with  thund'ring  found. 
His  broken  recks,  and  whirls  his  fu'-gcs  round. 
Qn  mighty  columns  rais'd  fubhme  arc  hung  760 

The  maffy  gates,  impenetrably  ftrong. 
In  v^ain  would  men,  in  vain  would  gods  effay. 
To  he//  the  bt;ams  of  adamant  av/ay. 
Here  rofe  an  iron  tov/'r  :  before  the  gate. 
By  j:iiglit  and  day,  a  wakeful  fury  fite,  765 

TJio 
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The  pale  Tiiiphone ;  a  robe  fhe  wore. 
With  all  the  pomp  of  honor,  dy'd  in  gore. 
Here  the  loud  icourge  and  louder  voice  of  pain> 
The  cralhing  fetter,  and  the  rattling  chain. 
Strike  the  great  hero  with  the  frightful  found,         770 
The  hoarfe,  rough,  mingled  din,  that  thunders  round : 
Oh  !  whence  that  peal  of  groans  ?  what  pains  are  thofe  ? 
What  crimes  could  merit  fuch  llupendous  woes  ? 

Thus  ihe — Brave  guarJian  of  the  Trojan  ftate. 
None  that  are  pure  mull  pafs  that  dreadiul  gate.      775 
When  plac'd  by  Hec;it  o'er  Avernus'  woods, 
1  leariit  the  fecrets  of  thofe  dire  abodes. 
With  all  the  tortures  of  the  vengeful  gcds. 
Plere  PJiadamanthus  holds  his  aweful  reign. 
Hear.;  and  condemns  the  trembling  impious  train.    780 
Thofe  hidden  crimes  the  wretch  till  death  fupprefl. 
With  mingled  joy  and  horror  in  his  breaft. 
The  frern  dread  judge  com.manJs  him  to  difplay  ; 
And  lays  the  guilty  fecrets  bare  to  day. 
Her  lafh  Tifig^Iione  that.moment  fliakes  ;  785 

The  gholl  {he  fcourges  \vi:h  a  thoufand  fnakes ; 
Then  to  her  aid,  v\ith  many  a  thund'ring  yell. 
Calls  her  dire  fillers  fro mjhe  gulfs  of  hell. 
Now  the  loud  portals  from  their  hinges  flew. 
And  all  the  dreadful  fc  ^ne  appears  in  view.  790 

Behold  without  what  direful  monfler  v/aits 
(Tremendous  form !)  to  guard  the  gioomy  gates  1 
Within,  her  bulk  more  dreadful  hydra  fpreadf. 


And  hiffing  rears  her  fifty  tow'ring  head^. 


Full 
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Full  twice  a$  deep  the  d  angeon  of  the  fiends,  yg^ 

The  huge,  Tartarean,  gloomy  gulf  defcends 

Below  thefe  regions,  as  theTe  regions  lie 

P'rom  the  bright  realms  of  yon'  ethereal  fky. 

Here  roar  the  Titan  race,  th'  enormous  birth  ; 

The  ancient  offspring  of  the  teeming  earth.  800 

Pierc'd  by  the  burning  bolts,  of  old  they  fell, 

And  fliil  roll  bellowing  in  the  depths  of  hell. 

Here  lie  th'  Aleian  twins,  in  length  difplay'd ; 

Stretcli'd  as  they  lie,  the  giants  I  furvey'd, 

Who  warr'd  to  drive  the  thunderer  from  above ;       805 

And  ilorm'd  the  fxics,  and  fnook  the  throne  of  Jove. 

The  proud  Salmoneus,  wrapt  in  chains  below. 

Raves  in  eternal  agonies  of  woe ; 

Who  mcck'd  with  empty  founds  and  mimic  rays, 

Heav'n's  avveful  thunder  and  the  lightning's  blaze;  810 

Th'  audacious  wretch  through  Elis  tower'd  in  air, 

Whirl'd  by  four  courfers  in  his  rattling  car ; 

A  blazing  torch  he  fhook  ;  o'er  crovv  ds  he  rode ; 

And  madly  claim 'd  the  glories  of  a  god. 

O'er  hollow  vaults  he  lafli'd  the  Heeds  along,  815 

And,  as  they  flew,  the  brazen  arches  rung. 

Vain  fool  !  to  mo;:k  the  bolts  of  heav'n  above. 

And  thofe  inimitable  flames  of  Jove  ! 

But  from  the  clouds,  th'  avenging  father  aims 

'Far  otlier  bolts  and  undilfembled  flames  :  820- 

DaOi'd  from  his  car,  the  mimic  thunderer  fell. 

And  in  a  fiery  whirlwind  plung'd  to  hell. 

Th;;re  too  th'  enormous  Tityus  I  beheld. 
Earth's  mighty  giant  fon,  ftretch'd  o'er  th'  infernal  B^d  ; 

He 


Avay      825  C 
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rtal  feaft.  3 
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H^cover^nine  large_aci:e5-a.s  he  lay, 

Whilejvvith_^fierce  fcre^msjLvdturejore  avv 

His  liver  for  her  food,  and  fcoop'd  the  fmo 

Plung'd  deep  her  bloody  beak,  nor  pliing'd  in  vain. 

For  iHll  the  fruitful  fibres  fpring  again. 

Swell,  and  renew  th'  enormous  moniler's  pain,    830 

She  dwells  for  ever  in  his  roomy  breail:. 

Nor  gives  the  roaring  fiend  a  m.oment's  rell 

But  lliil  :h'  immortal  preyfupplies  th'  immoj 

Need  I  the  Lapiths'  horrid  pains  relate, 

Ixion's  torments,  or  Picithoiis  fate  ?  855 

On  high  a  tottering  rocky  fragment  Spreads, 

Projeds  in  air,  and  trembles  o'er  their  heads. 

Stretch'd  on  the  couch,  they  fee  v.'ith  longing  eyes 

In  regal  pomp  fucceliive  banquets  rife, 

Wliile  lucid  columns,  glorious  to  behold,  840 

Support  th'  imperial  canopies  of  go'd. 

The  queen  of  Furies,  a  tremendous  gueft. 

Sits  by  their  fide,  and  guards  the  tempting  feaft, 

V/hich  if  they  touch,  her  dreadful  torch  Ihe  rears. 

Flames  in  their  eyes,  and  thunders  in  their  ears.      845 

They  that  on  earth  had  bafe  puriuits  in  view. 

Their  bretliren  hated,  or  their  parents  flew. 

And,  ftill  more  numerous,  they  who  fwell'd  their  ftore. 

But  ne'er  reliev'd  their  kindred  or  the  poor : 

Or  in  a  caufe  unrighteous  foLight  and  bled;  850 

Or  perifh'd  in  the  foul  adulterous  bsd ; 

Or  broke  the  ties  of  f nth  with  dark  deceit; 

Jmprilbn'd  deep,  their  doilii/d  torments  wait. 

But 
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But  v.hat  tlieir  torments,  feck  not  thou  to  kno'A', 
Or  the  dire  fentence  of  their  endlcfs  woe.  8^5 

Some  roll  a  ilone,  rebounding  down  the  hill. 
Some  hang  fufpended  on  the  whirling  wheel; 
There  Thefeus  groans  in  pains  that  ne'er  expire, 
Chain'd  down  for  ever  in  a^hair  of  £r£. 
There  Fhlegyas  feels  unutterable  woe,  860 

And  roars  iuceiTant  through  the  fhades  below ; 
Be  jufl,  ye  mortals !   by  thefe  torments  aw'd, 
Thefe  dreadful  torments,  not  to  fcorn  a  god. 
This  wretch  his  country  to  a  tyrant  fold^ 
And  barter'd  glorious  liberty  for  gold,  865 

Laws  for  a  bribe  he  paft,  but  pall  in  vain* 
For  the  fame  laws  a  bribe  repeal'd  again. 
This  wretch  by  hot  prepoibrous  lull  was  led. 
To  climb  and  violate  his  daughter's  bed. 
To  fonie  enormous  crimes  they  all  afpir'd;  870 

All  feel  the  torments  that  thofe  crimes  requir'd ! 
Had  I  a  hundred  m.outh;,  a  hundred  tongues, 
A  voice  of  brafs,  and  adamantine  lungs. 
Not  half  the  mighty  fcene  could  I  difclofe, 
Repeat  their  cnmes,  or  count  their  dreadful  woes !— 875 
Thus  fpoke  the  prieftefs  of  the  god  of  day ;  -\ 

And,  ha{>e,  fhecry  d;  to  hell's  great  emprefs  pay     > 
The  deftin'd  prc-fent,  and  purfue  thy  way.  J 

For  lo  i  the  liigii  Cyclopean  v/alls  are  near. 
And  in  full  viev/  the  mafiy  gates  appear.  880 

On  theft  the  gods  enj-^in  'ihee  to  beitow 
The  facred  offering  of  the  golden  bough. 

This 
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This  faid,  they  journey 'd  through  the  folemn  gloom. 
And  reach'd  at  length  the  proud  imperial  dome  : 
With  eager  fpeed  his  courie  the  hero  bore,  88; 

With  living  Itreams  his  body  fprinkled  o'er. 
And  fixt  the  ghttering  prefent  on  the  door. 

Thefe  rites  compleat,  they  reach  the  flowery  plains. 
The  verdant  groves  where  endlefs  pleafure  reigns. 
Here  glowing  ^^ther  fhoots  a  purple  ray,  890 

And  o'er  the  region  pours  a  double  day. 
From  flcy  to  llcy  th'  umveary'd  fplendor  runs. 
And  nobler  planets  roll  round  brighter  funs. 
Some  wreille  on  the  fiinds ;  and  fome,  in  play 
And  games  heroic,  pafs  the  hours  away.  895 

Thofe  raife  the  long  divine,  and  theie  advance 
In  meafur'd  fteps  to  form  the  folemn  dance. 
There  Orpheus,  graceful  in  his  long  attire. 
In  feven  divifions  ftrikes  the  founding  lyre ;  •=-" 

Acrofs  the  chords  the  quivering  quill  he  flings         900 
Or  with  his  flying  fingers  fv/eeps  the  fl:rings. 
Here  Teucer's  ancient  race  the  prince  furveys. 
The  race  of  heroes  born  in  happier  days : 
Ilus,  Afliiracus  in  arms  rever'd. 

And  Troy's  great  founder  Dardanus  appear'd  :        905 
Before  him  flialk'd  thetall  majeflic  train. 
And  pitch'd  their  idle  lances  on  the  plain. 
Their  arms  and  airy  ciiariots  he  beheld ; 
The  fteeds  unharnefs'd  graz'd  the  flowery  field. 
Thofe  pleaiing  cares  the  heroes  felt,  aiive,  910 

For  chariots,  deeds,  and  arms,  in  death  furvive. 

VoL?LIII.  I   ^^ —  Some 


1X4  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Some  on  the  verdant  plains  were  ftretch'd  along ; 
Sweet  to  the  ear  their  tuneful  Paeans  rung : 
Others  beneath  a  laurel  grove  were  laid. 
And  joyful  fealled  in  the  fragrant  (hade.  915 

Here,  glittering  through  the  trees,  his  eyes  furvey 
The  ftreams  of  Po  defcending  from  the  day. 
Here  a  bleft  train  advance  along  the  meads, 
And  fnowy  wreaths  adorn  their  graceful  heads : 
Patriots  who  perilh'd  for  their  country's  right,        920 
Or  nobly  triumph 'd  in  the  field  of  fight : 
There,  holy  priefts,  and  facred  poets  ftood> 
Who  fung  with  all  the  raptures  of  a  god : 
Worthies,  who  life  by  ufeful  arts  refin'd. 
With  thofe,  who  leave  a  deathlefs  name  behind,  925 
Friends  of  the  world,  and  fathers  of  mankind! 
This  fnining  band  the  prieftefs  thus  addreft. 
But  chief  Mufasus,  tow'ring  o'er  the  reft ; 
So  high  the  poet's  lofty  ftature  fpreads 
Above  the  train,  and  overtops  their  heads !  930 

Say,  happy  fouls  I  and  thou,  bleft  poet,  fay. 
Where  dwells  Anchifes,  and  direft  our  way  ? 
For  him  we  took  the  dire  infernal  road. 
And  ftem'd  huge  Acheron's  tremendous  flood. 
To  whom  the  bard  — Unfettled  we  remove,  935 

As  pleafure  calls  from  verdant  grove  to  grove; 
Stretch'd  on  the  flowery  meads,  at  eafe  we  lie. 
And  hear  the  filver  rills  run  bubbling  by. 
Come  then,  afcend  this  point,  and  hence  furvey 
By  yon  defcent  an  open  eafy  way.  940 

He 
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He  fpoke,  then  ftalk'd  before ;  and  from  the  brow 
Points  out  the  fair  enamel!  d  iieldo  belou'. 
7'hey  leave  the  proud  aerial  height  again. 
And  pleas 'd  bend  downward  lo  the  bliisful  plain, 

Anchifes  there,  the  hero's  fire  divine,  945 

Deep  in  the  vale  had  rang'd  his  glorious  line  j 
Rank  behind  rank,  his  joyful  eyes  furvey 
The  chiefs  in  bright  fucceilion  rife  to  day. 
He  counts  th'  iliuilrious  race  with  Ihidious  cares, 
Tiieir  deeds,  their  fates,  their  victories  and  wars.  950 
Soon  as  his  lov'd  ^neas  he  beheld. 
His  dear,  dear  fon^  advancing  o'er  the  field ; 
Eager  he  ftretch'd  his  longing  arms,  and  fhed 
A  llream  of  t-^ars,  and  thus  with  tranfport  faid : 
Then  has  thy  long-try 'd  pious  love  furpall  9^5 

The  dreadful  road,  to  meet  thy  lire  at  lail:? 
Oh  !  is  it  given  to  fee,  nor  fee  alone. 
But  hear,  end  anfwer  to  my  godlike  fon  ? 
This  I  prefag'd,  indeed,  as  late  I  ran 
O'er  times  and  feafons ;  nor  prefag'd  in  vain.  960 

From  what  flrange  lands,  what  itormy  feas  and  Ikies 
Returns  my  fon,  to  blefs  my  longing  eyes  ? 
How  did  my  anxious  mind  your  danger  move. 
Then,  when  in  Carthage  you  indulg'd  your  love  ! 

Your  fhade,  the  prince  replies,  your  angry  Ihade,  965 
In  many  a  frightful  vifion  I  furvey'd. 
By  your  beheft  I  came  to  thefe  abodes ; 
My  fleet  lies  anchored  in  the  Tufcaii  floods : 
Give  me,  O  father  !  give  thy  hand,  nor  Ihun 
The  dear  embraces  of  a  duteous  fon.  970 

I  2  While 
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While  yet  he  fpoko,  the  tender  forrows  rife. 
And  the  big  drops  run  trickling  from  his  eyes. 
Thrice  round  his  neck  his  eager  arms  he  threw ; 
Thrice  from  his  empty  arms  the  phantom  flew. 
Swift  as  the  wind,  with  momentary  flight,  975 

Swift  as  a  fleeting  vifion  of  the  night. 
Meantime  the  hero  faw,  with  v/ondering  eyes. 
Deep  in  a  vale  a  waving  forefl:  rife : 
Through  thofe  fequefter'd  fcenes  flow  Lethe  glides, 
Arid  in  low  murmurs  lulls  her  flumbering  tides ;       980 
Unnumber'd  ghofts  around  the  waters  throng, 
And  o'er  the  brink  the  airy  nations  hung. 
So  to  the  meads  in  glowing  fummer  pour 
The  cluftering  bees,  and  rifle  every  flow'r : 
O'er  the  fweet  lilies  hang  the  bufy  fwarms ;  985 

The  fields  remurmur  to  the  deep  alarrns. 
Struck  with  the  fight,  the  prince  afl:onifli'd  flood; 
Oh  !  fay,  why  throng  fuch  numbers  to  the  flood  ? 
Or  what  the  nature  of  the  wond'rous  tide. 
And  who  the  crowds  ? — To  whom  the  fire  reply'd  :  990 
To  all  thofe  fouls  who  round  the  river  wait. 
New  mortal  bodies  are  decreed  by  fate. 
To  yon  dark  ftreams  the  gliding  ghofts  repair. 
And  quaff  deep  draughts  of  long  oblivion  there- 
How  have  I  wifli'd  before  thee  to  difplay  995 
Thefe  my  defcendants,  ere  they  rife  to  day  ! 
Thus  flialt  thou  Latium  find  with  double  joy. 
Since  fate  has  fixt  th'  eternal  throne  of  Troy. 
O  father  !  fay,  can  heavenly  fouls  repair 
Once  more  to  earth,  and  breathe  the  vital  air  ?      1 000 
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What ! — can  they  covet  their  corporeal  chain? 
Gods !     can  the  wretches  long  for  life  again  1— 
Attend,  he  cry'd,  while  I  unfold  the  wnole. 
And  clear  theie  wonders  that  amaze  thy  ioul. 
Then  the  great  fire  the  fcheme  before  him  lays,    1005 
And  thus  each  aweful  fecret  he  difplays : 

Know  firll,  a  fpirit,  with  an  adive  flame. 
Fills,  feeds  and  animates  this  mighty  frame; 
Runs  through  the  wat'ry  worlds,  the  fields  of  air. 
The  pond'rous  earth,    the  depths  of  heav' 

there 
Glows  in  the  fun  and  moon,  and  burns  in  every  ftar. 
Thus,  mingling  v/ith  the  mafs,  the  general  foul 
Lives  in  the  parts,  and  agitates  the  whole. 
From  that  celefdal  energy  began 
The  low-brow'd  brute  ;  th'  imperial  race  of  man ;   i  o  1 5 
The  painted  birds  who  wing  th'  aerial  plain. 
And  all  the  mighty  monflers  of  the  main. 
Their  fouls  at  firft  from  high  O'ympus  came ;  "j 

And,  if  not  blunted  by  the  mortal  frame,  > 

Th'  ethereal  fires  would  ever  burn  the  fame  !      1020  J 
But  while  on  earth  ;  by  earth-born  pafTions  tcftj, 
The  heavenly  fpirits  He  extind  and  loft  ; 
Nor  fteal  one  glance,  before  their  bodies  die. 
From  thofe  dark  dungeons  to  their  native  llcy. 
Ev'n  when  thofe  bodies  are  to  death  refign'd,         1025 
Some  old  inherent  fpots  are  left  behind  ; 
A  fullying  tindlure  of  corporeal  ftains 
l)cop  ill  tlic  fuhflance  of  the  foul  remains, 

1  3  Thus 
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Thus  are  her  fplendors  dlmm'd,  and  crufted  o'er 

With  thofe  dark  vices,  that  ftie  knew  before.         1030 

For  this  the  fouls  a  various  penance  pay. 

To  purge  the  taint  of  former  crimes  away  : 

Some  in  the  f.veeping  breezes  are  refin'd. 

And  hung-  on  high  to  whiten  in  the  wind  ; 

Some  cleanfe  their  ftains  beneath  the  guOiing  ftreams. 

And  fome  rife  glorious  from  the  fearching  flames.  1036 

Thus  all  muil  fuffer  ;  and,  thofe  fufterings  part. 

The  clouded  minds  are  purify'd  at  laft. 

But  when  the  circling  feafons  as  they  roll. 

Have  cleansed  the  drofs  long-gather'd  round  the  foul; 

When  the  celelHal  fire  divinely  bright,  104.1 

Breaks  form  viftorious  in  her  native  light ; 

Then  we,  the  chofcn  few,  Klyfium  gain. 

And  here  expatiate  on  the  biils  ul  plain. 

Both  thcfe  thin  airy  throngs  thy  eyes  behold,         1045 

When  o'er  their  heads  a  thoufand  years  have  roll'd^ 

In  mighty  crowds  to  yon  Lethean  dood 

Swarm  at  the  potent  iummons  of  the  god  ; 

There  deep  the  draught  of  dark  oblivion  diain; 

Then  they  defire  new  bodies  to  obtain,  1050 

And  viht  heav'n's  ethereal  realms  again. 

This  faiu,  tlie  fire  conducts  their  iteps  along 

Through  the  loud  tumult  of  th'  aerial  throng  ; 

Then  dimb'd  a  point,  and  every  face  defcry'd. 

As  the  huge  train  prell  forward  to  the  tide :  JO55 

Now  hear,  while  I  difplay  our  race  divine. 
And  the  long  glories  of  our  Dardan  line. 

The 


VIRGIL'S    ^NEID.    BOOK    VI.      119 

The  noble  Roman  heroes,  who  fhall  rife 
From  Trojan  blood,  fucceflive,  to  the  ikies. 
This  mighty  fcene  of  wonders  I  relate,  1 060 

And  open  all  thy  glorious  future  fate. 
Firft  then  behold  yon  blooming  youth  appear. 
That  hero  leaning  on  his  ihining  fpear  1 
This  thy  laft  fon,  thy  hoary  age  Ihall  grace. 
Thy  firll  brave  oifspring  of  the  Latian  race  ;  1 065 

From  fair  Lavinia  in  the  groves  he  fprings, 
A  king,  and  father  of  a  race  of  kings ; 
Sylvius  his  name ;  proud  Alba  Ihall  he  fway 
And  to  his  fons  th'  imperial  pow'r  convey. 
See!  where  the  youth,  already  wing 'd  to  rife,       1070 
Stands  on  the  verge  of  life,  and  claims  the  ikies. 
Procas  the  next  behold,  a  chief  divine, 
Procas  the  glory  of  the  Trojan  line ; 
Capys  and  Numitor  there  pant  for  fame  ; 
There  a  new  *  Sylvius  bears  thy  mighty  name  ;     1075 
Like  thee,  jufl,  great  and  good,  for  valour  known. 
The  chief  Ihall  mount  th'  imperial  Alban  throne. 
What  flrength  each  youth  difplays  ?  but  who  are  thofe 
With  Civic  crowns  around  their  manly  brows  f 
By  thofe  ihall  Gabii  and  Nomentum  rife,  1 080 

And  proud  CoUatian  tow'rs  invade  the  ikies. 
Then  Faunus'  towii  with  turrets  fhall  be  crown'd. 
And  fair  Fidena  ftretch  her  ramparts  round. 
Then  Bola  too  ihall  rife,  of  mighty  fame  ; 
Unpeopled  now  they  lie,  and  lands  without  a  name  11085 
*  Sylvius  /Eneas, 

I  4  fright 
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Bright  Ilia,  fprung  from  Trojan  blood,  fhall  bear 

Yon  glorious  hero  to  the  god  of  war  : 

Behold  great  Romulus,  her  vidor  fon  ; 

Whofe  fword  reftores  his  grandfire  to  the  throne. 

Lo  !   from  his  helmet  what  a  glory  plays  !  1090 

And  Jove's  own  fplcndors  round  his  temples  blaze. 

From  this  brave  prince,  majeftic  Rome  fhall  rife 

The  boundlefs  earth,  her  empire  iliall  comprife  ; 

Her  fame  and  valour  tovv'r  above  the  fkies  ! 

Seven  ample  hills  th'  imperial  city  grace,  1095 

Who  nobly  glories  in  her  martial  race ; 

Proud  of  her  fons,  fhe  lifts  her  head  on  high  ; 

Proud,  as  the  mighty  mother  of  the  fky. 

When  through  the  Phrygian  towns,  fublime  in  air. 

She  rides  triumphant  in  her  golden  car,  1 100 

Crown'd  with  a  nodding  diadem  of  tow'rs ; 

And  counts  her  offspring,  the  celeftial  pow'rs, 

A  fhining  train,  who  fill  the  blell  abode, 

A  hundred  fons,  and  ev'ry  fon  a  god  ! 

Turn,  turn  thine  eyes  1  fee  here  thy  race  divine,   1 105 

Behold  thy  own  imperial  Roman  Hne  : 

Csfar,  with  all  the  Julian  name  f.irvey ; 

See  where  the  glorious  ranks  afcend  to  day  1  — 

This — this  is  he  ! — the  chief  fo  long  foretold 

To  blefs  the  land  where  Saturn  rul'd  of  old,       i 

And  give  the  Lernean  realms  a  fecond  age  of  gold 

The  promis'd  prince,  Auguftus  the  divine. 

Of  Caefar's  race,  and  Jove's  immortal  line  1 

This  mighty  chief  his  empire  fhall  extend 

to  earth's  remotcll  end.  1 1 1 5 

The 
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The  hero's  ranid  vii^ories  out-ran  [fan  ! 

The  year's  whole  courfe,  the  ftars,  and  journeys  of  the 

Where,  high  in  air,  huge  Atlas'  fhoulders  rife. 

Support  th'  ethereal  lights,  and  prop  the  rolling  fkies! 

He  comes  ! — he  comes  ! — proclaim 'd  by  every  god  1 

Nile  hears  the  fhout,  and  Ihakes  in  every  flood,      iizi 

Proud  Afia  flies  before  his  dire  ak:ms. 

And  diftant  nations  tremble  at  his  arms. 

So  many  realms  not  great  Alcides  part. 

Not,  when  the  brazen-footed  hind  he  chas'd,        1 12c 

O'er  Erymanthus'  fl-eeps  the  boar  purfu'd ; 

Or  drew  the  huge  Lernean  monfler's  blood. 

Nor  Bacchus  fuch  a  length  of  regions  knew. 

When  on  his  car  the  god  in  triumph  flew. 

And  fliook  the  reins,  and  urg'd  the  fiery  wheels,  1 130 

Whirl'd  by  fwifc  tygers  down  the  Indian  hills. — 

And  doubt  we  yet,  by  viituous  deeds  to  rif::. 

When  fame,  when  empire  is  the  certain  prize  ? 

Rife,  rife,  my  fon ;  thy  Latian  foes  o'ercome ! 

Rife,  the  great  founder  of  majeflic  Rome  !  1 1 35 

But  who  that  chief,  who  crown'd  with  olive  ftands. 
And  holds  the  facred  rehcks  in  his  hands  ? 
J  know  the  pious  Roman  king  from  far. 
The  fllver  beard,  and  venerable  hair ; 
Call'd  from  his  little  barren  field  away,  1 140 

To  pomp  of  empire  and  the  regal  fway. 
Tullus  the  next  facceeds,  u'hofe  lo!id  alarms 
Shall  roufe  the  flumb'ring  fon;  of  Rome  to  arm?, 
Infpir'd  by  him,  the  foft  unwarlike  train 
Repeat  iheir  foriner  triumphs  o'er  again.  1 1 4.5 

La 
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Lo  Ancus  there  1 — the  giddy  crowd  he  draws, 

And  iweils  too  much  witii  popular  applaufe. 

Now  wou  dft  thou  Tarquin's  haughty  race  behold. 

Or  fierce  avenging  Brutus,  brave  and  bold  ? 

See  tae  Item  cut- f"  ftalk  aweful  o'er  the  plain,        1 150 

The  glorious  chief,  who  breaks  the  tyrant's  chain: 

He  to  his  axe  ihali  proud  rebellion  doom. 

The  lirft  great  conful  of  his  refcu'd  Rome! 

His  fons  (who  arm,  the  Tarqums  to  maintain. 

And  fix  oppreJion  ia  the  throne  again)  1 155 

H-^  nobly  yields  to  juilice,  in  the  caufe 

Of  facred  freedom  and  infulted  laws. 

Though  harfh  th'  unhappy  father  may  appear. 

The  j  -dge  compels  the  fire  to  be  fevere ; 

And  the  fair  hopes  of  fame  the  patriot  move,         1 1 60 

To  fink  the  private  in  the  public  love. 

Like  him.  To  -quatus,  for  ftern  jullice  known. 
Dooms  to  the  axe  his  brave  viclorious  fon. 
Behold  the  Drafi  prodigal  of  blood  ! 
The  Deed  dying  for  their  country's  good  !  1 165 

Behold  Camillus  there  ;  that  chief  Ihall  come 
With  four  proud  triumphs  to  imperial  Rome. 
Lo  !  in  bright  arms  two  fpirlts  rife  to  fight ! 
How  ftrid  their  friendfhip  in  the  realms  of  night 
How  fierce  their  difcord  when  they  fpring  to 
How  furious  in  the  field  will  both  appear  !  1 1 7 1 

With  what  dire  flaughter  !  what  a  wafte  of  war  ! 
Impetuous  to  tha  fight  the  father  po^rs 
From  the  fleep  Alps,  and  tall  Ligurian  tow'rs. 

The 
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The  fon,  with  fervjle  monarchs  in  his  train,  1 175 

Leads  the  whole  Eaftern  world,  and  fpreads  the  plain. 

Oh  !  check  your  wrath,  my  fens ;  the  nations  fpare ; 

And  fave  your  country  from  the  woes  of  war ; 

Nor  in  her  facred  breail,  with  rage  abhorr'd. 

So  fiercely  plunge  her  own  viflonoas  fword  !  1 1  80 

And  thou,  be  thou  the  firfl ;  thy  arms  refign. 

Thou,  my  great  fon  of  Jove's  celc'itial  line  !  — 

Yon  chief  fli:ill  vanquifh  all  the  Grecian  pow'rs. 

And  lay  in  dull:  the  proud  Coiinthiaii  tow'rs. 

Drive  to  the  capitol  his  giMed  car,  1 185 

And  grace  the  triumph  with  tlie  fpoils  of  war. 

That  chief  foal  1  ftretch  fair  Argos  on  the  plain. 

And  th"-  proud  feat  of  Agamem.non's  reign, 

O'ercome  th'  ^acian  king,  of  race  divine. 

Sprung  from  the  great  Achilles'  glorious  line  ;        1 1 90 

Avenge  Minerva'3  violated  fane. 

And  the  great  fpirits  of  thy  fathers  ililn. 

What  tongue,  juft  Cato,  can  thy  praife  forbear  I 

Or  each  brave  Scipio's  noble  deeds  declare, 

Africk's  dread  foes  ;  two  thunderbolts  of  war  ! 

Who  can  the  bold  Fabricius'  worth  repeat. 

In  pride  of  poverty,  divinely  great ; 

Call'd  by  his  bleeding  country's  voice  to  come 

From  the  rude  plough,  and  rule  imperial  Rome  ! 

Tir'd  as  I  am  the  glorious  roll  to  trace,  I  200 

Where  am  I  fnatch'd  by  the  long  Fabian  race ! 

See  where  the  patriot  Ihir.es,  whofe  prudent  care 

iPreferves  his  country  by  protraded  war  !— 

The 
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The  fubje^l  nations,  with  a  happier  grace. 
From  the  rude  (lone  may  call  the  m.imic  face, 
Or  with  new  life  inform  the  breathing  brafs  : 
Shine  at  the  bar,  defcribe  the  liars  on  high. 
The  motions,  laws,  and  regions  of  the  fky  : 
Be  this  your  nobler  praife  in  times  to  come, 
Thefe  your  imperial  arts,  ye  Tons  of  Rome  !  1210 

O'er  diilant  realms  to  ilretch  your  aweful  fway. 
To  bid  thofe  nations  tremble  and  obey ; 
To  crufh  the  proud,  the  fuppliant  foe  to  rear. 
To  give  mankind  a  peace,  or  fnake  the  world  with  war !  — 
He  faid — awhile  their  ravilh'd  eyes  admire         1 2 1 5 
The  wond'ious  fcenes:— when  thus  proceeds  the  fire : 
See  !  where  Marcellus  tow'rs  above  the  train. 
And  bears  the  regal  trcpliies  from  the  plain. 
Endanger'd  Rome  faall  blefs  his  guardian  care. 
And  ftand  unlhaken  in  a  florm  of  war.  i  22Q 

Carthage  and  Gaul  the  hero's  might  {hall  prove. 
The  third  who  hangs  th'  imperial  fpoils  to  Jove.— 
With  him  the  Trojan  prince  a  youth  beheld 
In  (hining  arms  advancing  o'er  the  field  ; 
A  beauteous  form ;  but  clouds  his  front  furround,  1225 
A.nd  his  dim  eyes  were  fi.xt  upon  the  ground. 
Say,  who  that  youth  (he  cries)  o'ercaft  v/ith  grief; 
The  youth  who  follows  tliat  vidtorious  chief? 
His  fon  r  or  one  of  his  illuilrious  line  ? 
What  numbers  fhout  around  the  form  divine  ?         1230 
His  port  how  noble  !  how  auguft  his  fame  ! 
'How  like  the  foimer  !  and  how  near  the  fame  ! 

But 
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But  gloomy  fhades  his  penfive  brows  o'erfpread. 

And  a  dark  cloud  involves  his  beauteous  head. 

Seek  not,  my  fon,  replies  the  fire,  to  know  1235 

(And,  as  he  fpoke,  the  guiliing  lorrows  flow) 

What  woes  the  gods  to  thy  defcendants  doom. 

What  endlels  grief  to  every  fon  of  Rome  ! 

This  youth  on  earth  the  Fates  but  juil  difplay. 

And  foon,  too  foon,  they  fnatch  the  gift  away  !    1240 

Kad  Rome  for  ever  held  the  glorious  prize. 

Her  blifs  had  rais'd  the  envy  of  the  fkies  ! 

Oh  !  from  the  martial  field  what  cries  Iha'I  come  ! 

What  groans  fliall  echo  through  the  llreets  of  Rome  ! 

How  ihail  old  Tyber,  from  his  oozy  bed,  1245 

In  that  fad  moment  rear  his  reverend  head, 

I'he  length'r.ing  pomp  and  funeral  to  farvey. 

When  by  the  mighty  tomb  he  takes  his  mournful  way  I 

A  youth  of  nobler  hopes  fhiaii  never  rife. 

Nor  glad  like  him  the  Latian  fathers  eyes  :  1250 

And  Rome,  proud  Rome  Ihall  boaft,  ihe  never  bore. 

From  age  to  age.  To  brave  a  fon  before  1 

Honour  and  fame,  alas !  and  ancient  truth, 

Revive  and  die  with  that  illuftrious  youth ! 

In  vain  embattled  troops  his  arms  oppofe  :  1 255 

In  every  field  he  tames  his  country's  foes. 

Whether  on  foot  he  marches  in  his  might. 

Or  fpurs  his  fiery  courfer  to  the  fight. 

Poor  pitied  youth  1  the  glory  of  the  ftate  ! 

Oh  I  cou'dit  thou  fliun  the  dreadful  ftroke  of  fate,  1260 

Rome  fhould  in  thee  behold,  with  ravilh'd  eyes. 

Her  pride,  her  darling,  h:r  Marccllus  rife  1 

Bring 
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Bring  fragrant  flow'rs,  the  white  ft  lilies  brings 
V/ith  all  the  purple  beauties  of  the  fpring ; 
Thefe  gifts  at  leall,  thefe  honours  I'll  beftow  1265 

On  the  dear  youth,  to  pleafe  his  iliade  below— 
Thus,  while  the  wond'rous  fcenes  employ  their  fight. 
They  rove  with  pleafure  in  the  fields  of  light. 

When  the  great  fire  had  taught  his  fon  the  whole. 
And  with  the  Roman  glories  fir'd  his  foul ;  1273 

Next  to  the  lift'ning  hero  he  declares 
His  toils  in  Latium,  and  fjcceffive  wars ; 
Gives  him  their  nations  and  their  towns  to  know. 
And  how  to  fhun,  or  fuffer  every  woe. 

Tvv'o  gates  the  filent  courts  of  fleep  adorn,         1275 
That  of  pa!e  ivory,  this  of  lucid  horn. 
Through  this,  true  vifions  take  their  airy  way. 
Thro'  that^  falfe  phantoms  mount  the  realms  of  day. 
Then  to  the  ivory  gate  he  led  them  on. 
And  there  difmifi'd  the  Sibyl  and  his  fon.  1280 

Now  the  great  chief,  returning  to  the  main. 
Reviews  his  fleet,  and  glads  his  friends  again. 
Then,  fteering  by  the  ftrand,  he  ploughs  the  fea. 
And  to  Caieta's  port  direds  his  way : 
There  all  the  fleet  the  crooked  anchors  moor;       1285 
And  the  tall  Ihips  llood  rang'd  along  the  fliore. 


End  of  the  Sixth  Book. 
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ARGUMENT. 

King  Latinus  entertains  yEneas,  and  promifes  him  his 
only  daughter  Lavinia,  the  heirefs  of  his  crown. 
Turnas,  who  is  in  love  with  her,  being  favoured  by 
her  mother,  and  iUrredupby  Junoand  Aledo,  breaks 
the  treaty  vi^hich  was  made  ;  and  engages  in  his  quar- 
rel, Mezentius,  Camilla,  MefTapus,  and  many  others 
of  the  neighbouring  princes ;  whofe  forces  and  the 
names  of  their  commanders  are  particularly  recited. 
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"^/^OU  too,  Cajeta,  whofe  indulgent  cares 

-*■      Nurft  the  great  chief,  and  forni'd  his  tender  years, 
E>q3lring  here  (an  ever  honour'd  name  1) 
Adorn  Hefperia  with  immortal  fame  : 
Thy  name  farvives  to  pleafe  thy  penfive  gholl;  5 

Thy  facred  relicks  grace  the  Latian  coaft. 

Soon  as  her  funeral  rites  the  prince  had  paid. 
And  rais'd  a  tomb  in  honour  of  the  dead ; 
(The  -Tea  fubfiding,  and  the  tempers  o'er) 
He  fpreads  the  flying  fails,  and  leaves  the  ihore.        10 
When,  at  the  clofe  of  niglit,  foft  breezes  rife. 
The  moon  in  milder  glory  mounts  the  fkies  : 
Safe  in  her  friendly  light  the  navy  glides  ; 
The  filver  fplendors  trembling  o'er  the  tides. 
Now  by  rich  Circe's  coaft  they  bend  their  way,  i^ 

(^Circe,  fair  daughter  of  the  god  of  day ;) 
A  dangerous  fhore :  the  echoing  forerts  rung. 
While  at  the  loom  the  beauteous  goddefs  fung  : 
Bright  cedar  brands  fupply  her  father's  rays. 
Perfume  the  dome,  and  round  the  palace  blaze.        29 
Here  wolves  with  bowlings  fcare  the  naval  trab. 
And  lions  roar  reluilant  to  the  chain. 
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Here  growling  bears  and  fwine  their  ears  affright. 

And  break  the  folemn  filence  of  the  night. 

Thefe  once  were  men  ;  bu-  Circe's  charms  confine,  25 

In  brutal  fhapes,  the  human  forms  divine. 

But  Neptune,  to  fecure  the  pious  hoft 

From  thefe  dire  monfters,  this  inchanted  coaft> 

A  friendly  breeze  to  every  fail  fupplies ; 

And  o'er  the  deeps  the  rapid  navy  flies.  jo 

Now  on  her  car  was  gay  Aurora  borne. 
And  ocean  reddens  with  the  rifmg  morn ; 
The  winds  lie  hufh'd  ;  the  fwelling  furge  fubfides  ; 
And  with  their  bending  oars  they  labour  thro'  thetides.- 

From  hence  the  hero  view'd  a  range  of  woods  ;     3^ 
Through  the  dark  fcene  roll  Tyber's  glittering  floods ; 
With  circling  whirlpools  urge  their  winding  way. 
And  lead  their  yellow  waters  to  the  fea. 
The  painted  birds,  that  haunt  the  golden  tide. 
And  flutter  round  the  banks  on  every  flde,  40 

Along  the  groves  in  pleaflng  triumph  play. 
And  with  foft  mufic  hail  the  dawning  day. 
Smooth  o'er  the  fliaded  floods,  at  his  command. 
The  painted  gaUies  glide,  and  reach  the  land. 

Now,  goddefs !  aid  thy  poet,  while  he  fmgs         45 
The  fliate  of  Latium,  and  her  ancient  kings ; 
Her  dark  confufions  from  their  birth  explores. 
When  firft  the  Trojans  reach'd  th'  Hefperian  fliores. 
Thou,  thou,  great  Erato  !  my  foul  infpire. 
To  fmg  each  furious  fight  with  equal  fire.  50 

A  mightier  work,  a  nobler  fcene  appears ; 
A  long,  long  feries  of -deftnidive  wars ! 
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Kings  againft  kings  engag'd  i'n  dire  alarms  ! 
And  all  Hefperia  rous'd  to  all  the  rage  of  arms ! 

Larlnus  o'er  the  realm  the  fway  maintain'd;  55 

And  long  in  peace  the  hoary  prince  had  reign'd ; 
From  Faunus  and  a  fair  Laurentian  dame, 
A  lovely  nvmph,  the  mighty  monarch  came. 
From  Picus>  Faunus  drew  his  birth  divine  ; 
From  Saturn  he,  great  author  of  the  hne.  60 

Fate  from  this  king  had  fnatch'd  each  blooming  fon  : 
And  one  bright  daughter  heir'd  the  imperial  throne. 
Fir'd  by  her  matchlefs  charms,  the  youths  repair 
From  all  the  realms  around,  to  court  the  fair; 
Bold  Turnus  too  the  royal  maid  addreft,  '6z 

Vv^hofe  birth  and  beauty  far  furpaft  the  rell:. 
The  Latian  queen,  to  gain  fo  brave  a  fon. 
Had  made  the  blooming  hero's  caufe  her -own. 
Vain  was  her  aim,  for  ever)"^  power  divine 
Withftood  the  match,  with  many  a  dreadful  iign.     70 

Amid  the  court  a  laurel  rofe  in  air, 
Preferv'd  for  ages  with  rehgious  care ; 
This  venerable  plant  Latinos  found. 
When  firft  his  town  with  rifmg  tow'rs  he  crown'd  ; 
(Which  thence  deriv'd  her  name,  as  records  fay  ;)    75 
Then  made  it  facred  to  the  god  of  day. 
It  chanc'd,  a  cloud  of  bees  in  gathering  fwarms 
Swept  through  the  ikies,  with  murmuring hoarfe  alarms; 
Pour'd  in,  and  (fettling  on  the  topmoft  bough) 
Stretch'd  down,  dependent  deep  in  air  below  :  80 

In  one  black  lengthening  chain  together  clung. 
Feet  clafp'd  in  feet,  the  cluftering  nations  hung. 

Kz  On 


?3^  PITTAS    POEMS. 

On  this  exclaims  an  augur — I  explore 

A  foreign  confort  from  a  diftant  fhore  ; 

From  yon  fame  point  a  llranger  hoil  fliall  come  ;       S^ 

And  here  their  prince  Ihall  reign  in  this  imperial  dome. 

Yet  more  ;  while  chafte  Lavinia,  at  the  ihrine. 
Barns  od'rous  incenfe  to  the  powers  divine  ; 
As  by  her  father  Hood  the  royal  fair, 
The  fires  flew  round,  and  caught  her  waving  hair  :  90 
O'er  all  her  rich  embroider'd  garments  roli'd 
The  wanton  flame,  and  crept  through  every  fold  ; 
Then,  crackling,  through  her  crown  viclorious  plays  j 
The  gems  run  melting  in  the  golden  blaze  : 
Around  the  fair  the  dancing  glories  ftray'd,  95 

And  lambent  fires  involv'd  the  lovely  maid ; 
Then  from  her  beauteous  head  enlarging  grew. 
Wide  and  more  wide,  and  round  the  palace  flew. 
From  this  fl:range  fign,  portentous  to  behold, 
Th'  aftonifli'd  feer  furprifmg  truths  foretold,  ico 

That  bright  with  fame  fliould  fliine  the  glorious  fair. 
But  through  the  nations  fpread  the  flames  of  war. 

Mean  time  the  king,  afi:onifli'd  at  the  fign^ 
Haftes  to  confult  his  prefcient  *  fire  divine. 
In  dark  Albunea's  fliades,  fupreme  of  woods  !         105 
Where  from  her  fountains  boil  fulphureous  floods ; 
Thick  from  her  fl:reams  the  clouds  of  poifcn  rife. 
And,  charg'd  with  heavy  vapours,  load  the  ilcies. 
Here,  in  diftrefs,  th'  Italian  nations  come, 
Anxious,  to  clear  their  doubts,  and  learn  their  doom.  1 1  o 

*  Faiinus. 
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Fii-H,  on  the  fleeces  of  the  flaughter'd  fheep, 

Bv  night  the  facred  priell  difTolves  in  fleep  : 

When,  in  a  trai::,  before  his  flumbsring  eye. 

Thin,  airy  forms,  and  wond'rous  vifions  fly. 

He  calls  the  pow'rs,  who  guard  th'  infernal  floods ;   1 1 5 

And  talks,  infpir'd,  faniliar  v/ith  the  gods. 

To  this  dread  oracle  the  prince  vvithdrev/. 

And  firil:  a  hundred  flieep  the  monarch  flew  ; 

Then  on  their  fleeces  lay  ;  and  from  the  wood 

He  heard  dilHndl:  thefe  accents  of  the  god  :  1 20 

Seek  not  a  native  prince,  my  fon,  nor  wed 
Thy  royal  daughter  to  a  Latian  bed. 
A  foreign  chief  appears,  of  mighty  fame, 
Whofe  race  to  heav'n  fliall  raiie  our  glorious  name ; 
O'er  either  ocean  fliall  their  empire  run,  125 

Beyond  the  radiant  journeys  of  the  fun. 
In  every  clime  their  ftandards  are  unfurl'd  ! 
And,  proftrate  at  their  feet,  fliall  lie  the  trembling  world ! 

Thefe  anfwers  of  the  god,  reveal'd  by  night. 
The  king  divulg'd,  and  fame  difplay'd  to  light;      130 
Spread  the  glad  tidings  all  the  nations  o'er  ; 
When  now  the  Trojan  navy  reach'd  the  fliore. 

The  hero  with  his  fon- and  chiefs  had  laid 
Their  limbs  at  eafe  beneath  a  cooling  fliade  ; 
Then,  di-flated  by  Jove,  the  banquet  fpread  135 

On  cakes  of  flour  along  the  verdant  mead ; 
Th2  flender  cakes  the  bufy  Trojans  load 
V/ith  fruits  auilere,  and  wildings  of  the  wood  : 
Thefe  fcanty  viands  foon  confam'd,  the  crew, 
Ccmpell'd  by  hunger,  on  their  tables  flevv'  ;  1 40 
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Full  eager  they  devour'd,  by  want  diflrefl. 

The  frail  fupporters  of  the  failing  feaft. 

When  with  a  laugh,  Afcanius — we  devour 

The  plates  and  boards  en  u'liich  we  fed  before. 

Th'  aufpicious  words  his  fire  in  rapture  took,  145 

And  weigh 'd  what  once  the  oracle  had  fpoke  : 

Hail  happy  re~lm,  which  fate  fo  long  has  ow'd  I 
All  hail,  he  cry'd,  each  guardian  Trojan  god  1 
My  fire,  when  fair  Ely fium  blell  my  eyes. 
Did  thus  difclofe  the  fecrets  of  the  ikies  :  150 

**  When,  preft  by  raging  famine,  you  devour 
"  Your  boards,  impatient,  on  a  foreign  Ihore  ; 
*'  There  thy  long  labours  Ihall  with  peace  be  crown'd  ; 
"  There  build  thy  town,  and  raife  the  ramparts  round." 
This  is  the  famine  that  the  Fates  foreihovv,  155 

And  this  the  place- to  terminate  our  woe. 
Then  bend  we  from  the  port,  at  dawn  of  day. 
Our  eager  fteps,  and  llrike  a  different  way. 
To  view  the  land,  the  cities  to  explore, 
A^nd  know  what  nations  hold  the  fated  ihore.  1 60 

Now  place  again  the  goblets  on  the  board  j 
Be  great  Anchife.s  honour'd  and  ador'd. 
And  pour  the  wine  to  heav'n's  almighty  lord. 

Then,  while  the  verdant  boughs  his  temples  grace. 
The  prince  ador'd  the  Genius  of  the  place  ;  165 

The  Nymphs,  and  unknown  pow'rs  that  rule  the  floods. 
And  facred  Earth,  great  fource  of  all  the  gods ; 
And  aweful  Night ;  with  her  the  Hars  that  rife. 
To  gild  her  face^  and  beautify  the  fei^s  ; 
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And  Jove,  the  guardian  god  of  Troy,  implores,     170 
And  the  great  mother  of  th'  ethereal  pow'rs ; 
His  mighty  parents  Lift,  with  honours  ciown'd 
In  heav'n  above,  and  Erebus  profound. 

The  hero's  vovvs  th'  almighty  heard  from  high. 
And  thrice  he  thunder'd  from  an  azure  fky;  175 

And  ihook,  majeftic  as  the  thunders  roil'd, 
A  fiery  cloud,  that  blaz'd  with  beams  of  gold. 

Now  through  the  Trojan  hoft  the  news  had  flown. 
The  day  was  come  to  raife  their  promis'd  town  ; 
All,  warm'd  with  tranfport  at  the  happy  fign,  1 80 

Indulge  the  feaft,  and  quaff  the  generous  wine. 

Soon  as  the  morning  ihot  a  purple  ray. 
And  tipp'd  the  mountains  with  the  beams  of  day. 
By  diiferent  ways  the  bufy  train  explore 
The  bounds,  the  cities,  and  the  winding  fhore.       1 85 
Here  dwell  the  Latian  line  ;  there  Tyber  flows; 
And  here  thy  facred  ftream,  Numicus,  rofe. 

Now  fent  the  Trojan  prince  (a  peace  to  gain) 
A  hundred  youths  felefted  from  the  train. 
With  prefents  for  the  king.     Without  delay,  1^0 

All  crown'd  with  olives  took  their  fpeedy  way. 
Mean  time  the  chief  defign'd  th'  allotted  ground 
For  the  new  town,  and  drew  the  trench  around : 
High  tow'rs  and  ramparts  all  the  place  inclofe ; 
And,  like  a  camp,  the  fudden  city  rofe.  I  or 

Novv  the  commiiTion'd  youths  proceed  with  hafl:e. 
And  fpy  the  lofty  Latian  fpires  at  laft. 
Before  the  gate,  the  blooming  adlive  train 
Or  break  the  fiery  courfer  to  the  reirr, 
Qr  whirl  the  chariot  o'er  the  dufty  plain  ;  200 
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Or  bend  the  bow,  or  tofs  the  whizzing  fpe ar. 

Or  urge  the  race,  or  wage  the  mimic  war. 

When  lo  I  a  mecienger,  difpatch'd  with  fpeed. 

Spurs  to  the  Ladaii  court  his  panting  fteed. 

And  told  the  monarch  what  illullrious  guefts  205 

Arriv'd  from  fcreign  lands  in  foreign  velli. 

The  monarch  fummon'd  all  the  train,  and  fhone. 

In  l^ate  majeftic  on  the  regal  throne. 

High  o'er  the  town,  furrcunded  by  a  wood. 

Old  Picus'  venerable  palace  ftood, 2iq 

Augufl:  and  aweful  1  proudly  rofe,  around, 
A  hundred  columns,  and  the  ilrudare  crown'd. 
Here  kings  receiv'd  the  types  of  royal  pow'r. 
The  crown  and  fcepter,  and  the  robes  they  wore. 
Ihis  was  iheir  temple  ;  this  their  court  of  ftate,       215. 
Here  at  their  facred  feafls  the  fathers  fate  ; 
And  in  long  orders,  as  their  thrones  they  fiU'd, 
On  offer 'd  rams  their  annual  banquets  held. 
Before  the  gates  a  venerable  band. 
In  cedar  carv'd,  the  Latian  monarchs  ftand.  220 

Sabinus  there,  who  preil  the  foaming  wine. 
Extend  the  hock  that  prun'd  the  generous  vme : 
The  font  old  Italas  and  Saturn  grace. 
And  hoary  Janus  with  his  double  face  ; 
And  many  an  ancient  monarch,  proud  to  bear    .     225 
In  their  dear  country's  caufe  the  v/ounds  of  v.ar. 
Hang  0:1  the  pillars,  all  around  appears 
A  row  of  trophies,  helmets,  fhields,  and  fpears. 
And  folid  bars,  and  axes  keenly  bright. 
And  naval  beaks,  and  chariots  feiz'd  in  fight.  23Q 
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With  his  divining  wand  in  fokmn  ftate. 

With  robes  Tuccintfl  the  royal  Picas  fate. 

Fierce  in  his  car  of  old  he  {vvept  the  field  ; 

And  iiill  the  hero  grafps  the  faining  inicld. 

Hiai  beauteous  Circe  lov'd,  bat  lov'd  in  vain ;         235 

Th'  enchantrefs  dame,  rejected  with  difdain. 

Trans  form 'd  the  haplefs  monarch,  in  dcfpair, 

Chang'd  to  a  painted  bii-d,  and  fent  to  fiit  in  air. 

Thus  fat  the  fov'reign  in  the  pompous  fane. 
And  gave  admiJicn  to  the  Dardan  train.  240 

Then  to  th'  i'luHrious  flrangers,  from  the  throne. 
The  prince  with  mild  benevolence  begun. 

Say,  noble  Trojans,  for  we  knew  your  name 
And  ancient  race,  before  your  navy  came  ; 
What  caufe  your  fleet  to  Latium  could  convey,        245 
What  call,  through  fuch  a  length  of  vvat'ry  way  ? 
Or  were  your  gallies  wide  in  ocean  loft  ? 
Or  driv'n  by  tempers  on  th'  Hcfperian  coafl  .'* 
Such  dangers  oft  befall  the  train  v-  ho  ride 
O'er  the  Vvild  deeps,  and  fcem  the  furious  tide.        25(5, 
Vouchfafe  to  be  our  guefts,  and  Latium  grace  ; 
For  know,  our  generous  hofpitable  race. 
By  Saturn  form'd,  from  him  th?ir  manners  draw, 
Juft  without  ties,  and  good  without  a  law. 
From  old  Auruntian  fages  once  our  ears  255 

Have  heard  a  tale,  though  funk  in  length  of  years  ; 
Thefe  realms  the  birth  of  Dardar.us  could  boafl. 
Who  fail'd  from  hence,  and  reach'd  your  Phrygian  coail. 
He  left  the  Tufcan  realms,  and  now  on  high 
Dwells  in  the  llarry  mai^fioas  of  the  fky  :  260, 
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Call'd  from  this  nether  world  to  heav'n's  abodes,—^ 
He  reigns  above,  a  god  among  the  gods  ! 

O  prince  di^me  !  great  Faunus'  glorious  fon; 
(Thus,  to  the  king  Ilioneus  begun  ;) 
Nor  ilars  mifled  our  fleets,  nor  tempefls  tofT:,  265 

Nor  wide  we  wandcr'd  to  the  Latian  coaft. 
But  our  determin'd  courfe,  fpontansous  bore. 
With  one  fixt  purpofe,  to  this  friendly  fhore  ; 
Driv'n  from  the  nobleft  empire  o'er  the  feas. 
That  the  bright  fjn  in  all  his  race  furveys.  270 

We  and  our  prince  derive  our  birth  divine 
From  Jove,  the  fource  ef  our  ethereal  line ; 
And  at  the  godlike  chief's  command  we  come. 
His  fuppiiant  envoys  to  this  r.^gai  dome. 
Thofe,  w^ho  beyond  die  bounds  of  ocean  hurl'd,      275 
Poffefs  that  wild  unhofpitable  world  ; 
And  thofe  who  glow  beneath  the  burning  zone. 
Beneath  the  iiery  chariot  of  the  >  un. 
Have  heard,  and  heard  with  terror  from  afar. 
What  a  dire  deluge,  what  a  ftorm  of  war,  280 

With  ruin  charg'd,  and  furious  to  dellroy, 
From  Greece  burft  thund'ring  o'er  the  realms  of  Troy  i 
When  Europe  fhock  proud  Ana  with  alarms. 
And  fate  fet  two  contending  worlds  in  arms. 
Snatch 'd  from  that  ftorm,  to  roll  arouna  the  floods, 
We  beg  fome  plac?,  to  fix  our  wand'ring  gods ;      286 
Some  vacant  region,  you  with  eafe  can  fpare  ; 
The  common  ufe  of  water,  earth,  and  air. 
Nor  (hall  this  new  a'liance  bring  difgrace. 
But  add  new  glories  to  th'  Italian  race  :  29® 

Nor 
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Nor  Latium  fliall  repent  the  kind  fupply. 

Nor  ihall  the  dear  remembrance  ever  die. 

Now  by  our  potent  glorious  prince  I  fwear. 

As  true  in  peace  as  dreadful  in  the  war: 

Though  now  as  fuppliants  at  thy  throne  we  ftand,  295 

With  humble  pray'rs  and  olives  in  our  hand. 

Yet  many  nations,  prince,  invite  our  train. 

And  our  alliance  court,  but  court  in  vain. 

For  know,  the  gods,  the  migkty  gods  command 

The  fons  of  Troy  to  feek  the  Latian  land.  300 

To  Tyber's  flood  great  Phcebus  urg'd  oar  way. 

Where  fpring  Niunicus'  facred  Ilreams  to  day ; 

Here  Dardanus  was  born,  of  heav^'nly  Urain  ; 

Hence  firft  he  camC;,  and  now  returns  again. 

Yet  more— thefe  prefsnts  from  the  Trojan  king,     305 

Thefe  relicks  of  his  former  ftate  we  bring, 

Snatch'd  from  devouring  fiam.:;s— -his  fire,  of  old, 

Pour'd  due  libations  fi-om  this  bowl  of  gold: 

In  thefe  rich  robes  the  royal  Priam  Ihone, 

A.nd  gave  the  law,  majeflic,  from  the  throne:        310 

This  crown,  this  fcepter,  did  the  monarch  v/ear ; 

Thefe  veils  were  laboured  by  the  Trcjan  fair. 

He  ceas'd— the  fov'reign  paus'd  m  thought  prcfoand. 
And  fixt  his  eyes  unmov'd  upon  the  ground. 
His  daughter's  fortunes  all  his  mind  employ,  315 

And  future  empire,  not  the  gifts  from  Troy. 
Deep  in  his  mind  the  prophecy  he  roll'd. 
And  deem'd  this  chief,  the  fon  the  godj  foretold. 
The  mighty  hero  long  foredoom'd  by  fate 
To  fhare  the  glories  of  the  r^gal  liate ;—  320 

From 
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From  whom  a  race,  victorious  by  their  fvvords. 

Should  rife  in  time,  the  world's  majeilic  lords : 

Then  joyful  fpoke :  May  heav'n  our  counfels  blefs. 

And  its  o\'»Ti  omens,  with  the  wili'd  fuccefs ! 

Well  pleas'd^  my  friends,  yoar  prefents  I  receive,  325 

And  free  admiSon  in  my  kingdoms  give  ; 

Nor  (haU  you  want,  while  I  the  throne  enjoy, 

A  land  as  fruitful  as  the  fields  of  Troy. 

But  let  your  godlike  prince,  if  he  requeft 

Oar  royal  fricndihip,  be  our  honour'd  gueft ;  330 

The  peace  he  afks  in  perfon  he  may  bring. 

Go  then— report  this  meffage  to  your  k  ng 

A  beauteous  daughter  in  her  b!oom  is  mine. 
Forbid  to  Vv'cd  in  cur  Aufonian  line : 
This  all  our  native  oracles  deny,  335 

And  every  dreadful  omen  of  die  iky. 
From  foreign  Ihores,  a  foreign  (on  appears, 
Whofe  race  fxiall  lift  our  glory  to  the  liars ► 
Your  prince,  the  deilin'd  chief  the  Fates  require. 
Our  thoughts  d' vine,  and  we,  my  friends,  deiire.    3  40 

He  faid,  and  order'd  Heeds,  to  mount  the  band  ; 
In  lofty  Halls  three  hundred  courfe  s  Hand, 
Their  Ihining  fides  with  crimfon  covcv'd  o'er ; 
The  fprightly  fteeds  embroiaer  d  trapp.ngs  wore. 
With  golden  chains,  refulgent  to  behold:  345 

Gold  were  die  bridles,  and  they  champ'd  on  gold. 
But  to  their  prince  he  fent  a  glorious  car. 
With  two  didingulHi'd  coarfers  for  the  war ; 
Fierce  as  they  fiew,  their  noilrils  breath'd  a  nre  ; 
Thefe  Circe  Hole  from  her  c.Ieftial  fir.",  3 50 

By 
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By  mortal  mares  on  earth,  who,  all  unknown, 
Mixt  with  the  flaming  couriers  of  the  fun. 
Fieas'd  with  the  monarch's  gift,  their  fteeds  they  prefs. 
And  to  their  anxious  lord  return  with  peace. 

But  Jove's  imperial  queen,  from  Argos  far,         355 
Rides  on  the  whirlwinds  through  the  fields  of  air. 
From  proud  Pacliynas*  point,  her  eyes  explore 
The  Trojan  prince,  and  all  his  fleet  on  fhore. 
The  bulwarks  rife,  the  troops  pofTefs  the  llrand, 
Defert  the  Ihips,  and  pour  upon  the  land  ;  360 

She  ftood  in  anguilli  fixt,  and  Ihook  her  head. 
Then,  fir'd  with  rage,  the  wrathful  goddefs  faid : 

Currt  race  : — a  race  I  labour  to  deftroy  I  — 
But  Juno  finks  beneath  the  fates  of  Troy  ! 
Did  not  the  captives  break  the  victcr's  chain?         365 
Did  not  her  flaughter'd  fons  revive  again  ? 
Did  they  not  force,  when  Troy  in  afhes  1  iv. 
Through  fires  and  armies  thrir  v.clorious  way  .> 
What — heav'n's  great  emprefs  flags,  by  toils  opprefl! 
Or  fure,  her  glutted  vengeance  lies  at  left  !  370 

And  }'et  I  dar'd  purlue  the  banifh'd  train 
Through  the  lail:  bou;.ds  of  Neptune's  wat'ry  reign. 
With  rocks,  \\ii:h  guifo,  with  taunders  from  on  highji 
With  all  die  ftorms  of  occa.i  and  tue  fky. 
In  vain  with  iiorms  I  rous  d  the  roaring  main ;         3-5 
Earth,  ikies,  and  oceans  wag'd  my  war  in  vain. 
In  vain  dire  Scyda  thunder'J  o'er  the  fea; 
Nor  could  the  vail  Charybdis  bar  the  way. 
For  lo  I  in  Tyber's  flood  their  navies  ride. 
Mock  my  rever.gv:,  and  triumph  o'er  the  tide.         380 

And 
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And  yet  the  god  of  battles  could  efFace> 
For  one  neglecl,  the  Lapithzean  race. 
For  one  negled,  did  Jove  hlmfelf  relign 
To  Dian's  wrath  the  Calydonian  line. 
But  I,  the  queen  fuprertie  of  gods  abovCi  385 

The  mighty  confort  of  imperial  Jove, 
In  vain  for  years  one  nation  have  purfu'd ; 
Nay  by  one  fingle  mortal  am  fubdu'd  ! 
Yet,  though  my  povv'rs  are  baiiied,  will  I  try 
Whatever  pow'rs  in  nature's  circle  lie.  390 

What !  though  the  pai-tial  heav'ns  my  aims  repel, 
I'll  raife  new  forces  from  the  depths  of  hell ! 
What  1— -if  the  Trojan  mull  in  Latium  reign  ! 
What !— if  the  Fates  a  regal  bride  ordain  ! 
Yet,  may  I  ftill  the  nuptial  rite  delay,  395 

And  by  a  length  of  wars  defer  the  day. 
Yet,  Hiall  the  people  bleed  1  the  kings  fh.all  reign. 
The  lonely  monarchs  of  an  empty  plain  ! 
Yet  Ihall  the  father  and  the  fon  make  good 
Their  league  of  friendfhip,  in  their  fubjed^.s  blood;  400 
In  the  mixt  blood  of  nations  fhall  be  paid. 
At  large,  thy  dreadful  dow'r,  imperial  maid  I 
Wed  then— with  every  fatal  omen  wed  : 
Bellona  waits  thee  to  the  biidal  bed. 
The  queen  of  love,  like  Priam's  royal  dame,  405 

^or  Ilion  has  conceiv'd  a  fecond  flame. 
A  Paris,  fprung  from  Venus,  Ihall  deftroy 
Once  more  with  fatal  fires  the  tow'rs  of  Troy. 
This  faid,  to  earth  th'  impetuous  goddefs  flies, 
Jnflam'd  with  rage  and  vengeance,  from  the  fldes ;  410 

Looks 
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Looks  down,  and,  bending  o'er  the  baleful  cell. 

Calls  dire  Aledlo  from  the  realms  of  hell. 

Crimes,  frauds  and  murders  are  the  fiend's  delight. 

The  rage  of  deaths  and  flaughters  of  the  fight. 

So  fierce  her  looks  !  fuch  terrors  from  her  eyes  !     415 

Round  her  grim  front  fuch  monftrous  ferpencs  rife  I 

She  fcares  ev'n  Pluto,  her  immortal  fire ; 

Her  filler  Furies  tremble  and  retire. 

Then  heav'n's  great  queen,  againft  the  Trojan  train, 

Inflam'd  her  native  rage,  and  thus  began  :  420 

Daughter  of  night !  thy  potent  aid  I  claim 
To  guard  my  honour,  and  fupport  my  fame. 
Oh  !  let  not  Trey  her  pow'rs  to  Latium  bring. 
Nor  with  this  match  amufe  her  eafy  king. 
'Tis  thine,  the  peace  of  bretliren  to  confound,         425 
To  arm  their  hands,  and  fpread  deftrudion  round ; 
Through  kindling  houfes,  towns  and  realms  to  bear 
The  torch  of  difcord,  and  the  flames  of  war. 
To  thee  a  thoufand  noxious  arts  are  known. 
And  every  form  of  miichief  is  thy  own.  4^0 

Roufe,  roufe  the  fury  in  thy  foul !  excite 
The  chiefs,  and  kindle  all  the  rage  of  fight  I 
DiiTolve  the  peace ;  and  fir'd  by  dire  alarms. 
Bid  the  mad  nations  rulh  to  blood  and  arms  I 

Scarce  had  Ihe  fpoke,  when  fudden  from  her  eyes,  43  5 
Smear'd  with  Gorgonean  blood,  the  fury  flies 
Sublime  ;  and  tow  ring  o'er  the  pa'ace  foars ; 
Then  fiands  unfeen  before  Ama.a's  doors; 
While  grief  and  WTath  the  raging  queen  employ. 
For  Turnus,  injur'd  by  the  match  with  Troy.         440 

Here 
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Here  ftopt  the  fiend ;  and,  dlcord  all  heir  view, 

Snatch'd  from  her  hifling  locks,  a  f.iake  fhe  threw; 

And  through  her  inmoft  foul  the  iicry  fe.pent  flew. 

Unfelt,  the  monfter  glides  through  every  veil. 

And  breathes  the  fecret  poifon  in  her  breaiL  445 

Now  like  a  fillet,  round  her  teinples  roll'd, 

Nov/  round  her  bofom,  like  a  chain  of  gold. 

Now  to  her  trefics  he  repairs,  and  there 

I'hrids  every  ringlet  of  her  golden  hair. 

Thus  while  her  kindling  foul  the  pelt  infpires  450 

With  the  firft  fparkles  of  her  fatal  fires. 

Before  the  bofom  of  the  royal  dame 

Fek  the  full  furies  of  th'  infernal  flame. 

She  fpeaks  her  grief,  in  accents  foft  and  mild. 

Implores  the  nre,  and  forrows  o'er  her  child  :  455 

And  mufi:  Lavinia  then,  our  only  joy, 

Wed  Vv'ith  this  wand'ring  fugitive  of  Troy  ? 

And  can  a  father  iffae  the  decree. 

So  fatal  to  himfelf,  to  her  and  me  ? 

For  fare  the  pirate  foon  v;ill  bear  av^-ay  460 

With  the  firft  riflng  wnnd  tlie  lovely  prey. 

Such,  fuch  a  gueft  of  old,  the  Phrygian  boy 

Bore  ra-rifh'd  Helen  to  the  tow'rs  of  Troy. 

Where,  where  is  fiicndihip,  truth  and  honour  now  ? 

A  father's  promife,  and  a  monarch's  vow  !  465 

If  thy  great  fire's  commands  have  fixt  thy  mind. 

To  chufe  fome  hero  of  a  foreign  kind : 

Then  every  kind,  my  lord,  and  every  land 

Are  foreign,  that  are  free  from  our  command  i 

And 
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And  if  we  trace  brave  Turnus'  blood,  he  fprings    470 
From  a  long  line  of  ancient  Argive  kings. 

Thus  urg'd  the  mother,  in  a  mournfid  llrain. 
Her  loud  complaints,  yet  urg'd  them  all  in  vain. 
But  now  the  fpreadlng  poifon,  fir'd  her  whole, 
Ev'n  to  the  lall  receffes  of  her  foul.  475 

In  her  wild  thoughts  a  thoufmd  horrors  rife  ; 
And  fierce,  and  madding  round  the  Hreets  Ihe  files. 
So  the  gay  ftripllngs  lafh  in  eager  fport, 
A  top,  in  giddy  circles,  round  a  court. 
In  rapid  rings  it  whirls,  and  fpins  aloud,  480 

Admir'd  with  rapture  by  the  blooming  crowd ; 
From  every  ftroke,  flies  humming  o'er  the  ground. 
And  gains  new  fpirit,  as  the  blows  go  round. 

Thus  flew  the  giddy  queen,  with  fury  fl:ung. 
Thro'  the  wide  town,  amid  tlie  wond'ring  throng.   485 
Yet  more  ; — the  deftin'd  nuptials  to  delay. 
Fierce  to  the  darkfome  wood  ihe  bounds  away ; 
And,  rifmg  Hill  in  rage,  with  rites  divine 
She  feign'd  new  orgies  to  the  god  of  wane. 
Thou,  Bacchus,  only  thou,  deferv'il  the  fJr  !     490 
For  thee  in  ringlets  grows  her  lovely  hair  ! 
For  thee  fhe  leads  the  dance,  and  wreaths  her  ivy  fpear. 

Now  fpread  around  the  wild  infectious  flames ; 
Vv^ith  the  fame  fury  glow  the  La.ian  dames; 
Let  loofe  theii-  flying  trefles  in  the  wind,  49;; 

Rufli  to  the  woods,  and  leave  the  town  behind ; 
Tofs  high  their  ivy-fpears ;  wliile  clamours  rife, 
And  trembling  flirieks,  tumultuous  rend  the  fkies. 
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The  madding  queen,  with  rage  fuperior  ftung, 
Rear'd  high  a  flaming  pine,  amid  the  throng,     5  c 
And  for  young  Turnus  rais'd  the  nuptial  fong. 
Then  rolls  her  fiery  eyes,  and  loud  exclaims : 
Hear,  all  ye  matrons !  hear  ye  Latian  dames ! 
If  yet  a  mother's  woes  your  fouls  can  move. 
If  yet  your  injur'd  princefs  fhares  your  love ;  505 

Like  me,  unbind  your  treifes ;  rove  abroad ; 
And  hold  thefe  facred  orgies  to  the  god. 

Thus  the  fierce  fiend  Amata's  breaft  invades, 
And  drives  her  raving  to  the  fylvan  Ihades. 
When  all  the  monarch's  palace  Ihe  furvey'd,  510 

With  all  his  counfels  in  confufion  laid ; 
As  wide  around  the  rifing  Fury  grew,  » 

On  dufky  wings  to  Ardea  fwift  Ihe  flew : 
Ardea,  by  Danae  built  in  days  of  yore. 
When  with  her  Argive  train  flie  fought  the  fliore  ;  5 1 5 
But  now  her  perifn'd  ruins  are  no  more  ! 
Where  o'er  the  reft  brave  Turnus'  manfion  rofe. 
She  found  the  hero  fank  in  foft  repofe ; 
And  firft,  her  dread  infernal  form  to  hide. 
Laid  the  grim  terrors  of  her  front  afide  :  520 

With  filver  hairs  her  temples  v/ere  o*erfpread. 
And  wreaths  and  verdant  olives  crown'd  her  head. 
Her  wither'd  face  with  wrinkles  was  emboft. 
And  in  the  woman  all  the  fiend  was  loft. 
She  now  appear'd  a  venerable  dame,  525 

And  to  the  couch  like  Juno's  prieftefs  came  : 

Then  are  thy  labours  vain,  (flie  thus  begun) 
And  fliall  a  Trojan  feize  thy  rightful  throne  ? 

The 
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The  king  denies  the  crown  he  long  has  ow'd. 

Denies  the  fair  thy  labours  bought  with  blood.         530 

Go — fave  his  kingdom  ;  fight  the  Tufcan  train  !  — 

Go,  prince,  and  conquer,  to  be  fcorn'd  again  ! 

Hear  then  by  me  the  mandate  from  on  high 

Sent  by  the  mighty  emprefs  of  the  fky  : 

Fly,  fly;  the  valiant  youth  for  arms  prepare  ;         535 

And  through  the  opening  gates  let  loofe  the  war. 

Lo  !  where  in  Tyber  ride  the  fleets  of  Troy ; 

Go  then,  their  chiefs  and  painted  iliip^  deilroy ; 

So  Heav'n  commands  — and,  if  the  Latian  lord 

Detain  the  fair,  r^gardlefs  of  his  word,  540 

Let  him  in  blood  thy  vengeful  fword  deplore. 

The  fword  that  conquer'd  in  his  caufe  before. 

Thus  the  diffembled  dame — with  fcornful  pride. 
In  haughty  terms  the  martial  youth  reply'd  : 

The  tidings  you  convey,  I  knew  before  ;  545 

The  Trojan  fleet  is  landed  on  the  fhore. 
Hence — nor  v^dth  idle  tales  my  bofom  move  ; 
I  live  fecure  in  Juno's  guardian  love. 
But,  worn  with  years,  you  dote  with  vain  alarms. 
And,  when  you  nod,  you  dream  of  kings  in  arms.   550 
Go,  mother,  go— and  make  your  gods  your  care. 
But  leave  to  men  the  province  of  the  war. 

While  yet  he  fpoke,  her  looks  the  youth  confound, 
And  the  black  fiend  in  all  her  terrors  frowm'd, 
Aghall:,  he  fhook,  and  trembled  with  affright,         555 
While  all  her  native  horrors  blaft  his  fight. 
Such  a  tremendous  front  the  Fury  fpread. 
So  dreadful  hilt  the  ferpents  round  her  head ; 

La  Se 
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So  grim  a  figure  now  fhe  feem'd  to  rife  ; 

That  hell,  all  hell  was  open'd  in  her  eyes !  560 

Then,  ere  the  fault'ring  trembling  youth  reply'd. 
She  roU'd  their  fiery  orbs  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
Snatch'd  two  black  ferpents  from  her  locks,  and  fliook 
The  founding  fcourge,  and  thund'ring  thus  fhe  ipoke  : 

Behold,  behold  tlie  wretch,  by  vain  alarms  565 

And  age,  reduc'd  to  dream  of  kings  in  arms  ! 
A  Fury  from  the  deeps  of  hell,  I  bear. 
In  tliefe  dread  hands,  deftruftion,  death  and  war  ! 

With  that  a  flaming  torch  the  goddefs  threw  ; 
Deep  through  his  breaft  the  fiery  weapon  flew.         570 
Strait  rous'd  the  ftartled  warrior ;  and  a  fiream 
Of  fweat  ran  copious  down  from  every  Hmb. 
Through  the  wide  dome  he  raves  with  mad  alarms. 
He  runs,  he  flies,  he  calls  aloud  to  arms  ; 
Fell  wrath  and  vengeance  in  his  eyes  appear,  575 

The  thirft  of  flaughter,  and  the  rage  of  war. 
So  when  in  parting  fpires  the  flame  divides. 
And  crackling  climbs  around  the  cauldron's  fides, 
In  the  deep  womb  glow  fierce  the  hiffing  llreams. 
Boil,  fwell  and  foam,  and  bubble  o'er  the  brims;    580 
Till  high  in  air  the  fuming  liquids  rife. 
And  in  a  length  of  vapours  mount  the  ikies. 

He  fends  to  great  Latinus,  to  declare 
The  peace  polluted,  and  denounce  the  war  : 
To  arms  he  cries, — this  moment  will  we  go  585 

To  guard  our  country,  and  repel  the  foe. 
Himfelf,  he  boafts,  will  all  the  war  maintain. 
And  fight  the  Trojan  and  Aufonian  train. 

His 
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His  troops  take  fire,  and  (heav'n  invok'd  in  pray'r) 
With  eager  rage  they  gather  to  the  war :  590 

Some  by  Ms  beauty  mov'd,  his  caufe  embrace. 
Some  by  his  valiant  deeds,  and  regal  race. 

While  thus  his  focial  train  the  prince  infpires. 
Swift  to  the  Trojan  holl  the  fiend  retires. 
Big  with  new  mifchiefs  to  the  place  fhe  came,  595 

Where  young  liilus  hunts  the  favage  game. 
A  flag  he  chas'd  ;  the  chace  the  Fur\'  fees. 
And  bids  the  fcent  grow  warm  in  every  breeze ; 
His  opening  hounds,  exulting,  fhoot  away. 
And  bear  impatient  on  the  panting  prey  :  600 

From  this  light  caufe  fhe  rais'd  the  firfl  alarms. 
And  iir'd  the  brutal  fwains  to  blood  and  arms. — 
Snatch'd  from  the  dam,  by  Tyrrheus'  children  rear'd, 
(Tyrrheus,  chief  mafler  cf  the  royal  herd) 
With  care  domeftie  had  this  flag  been  bred  ;  605 

Of  beauteous  fhape  ;  and  antlers  grac'd  his  head. 
The  beafl  became  their  filler's  darling  care  ; 
His  horns  wei-e  drefs'd  with  garlands  by  the  fair. 
Fed  from  the  board,  accullom'd  to  command. 
The  fawn  familiar  lick'd  her  flroking  hand.  6 1  o 

Fall  oft  fhe  bath'd  him  in  the  limpid  tide. 
And  fondly  curious  comb'd  his  filken  hide : 
All  day  amid  the  forefls  would  he  roam. 
But  came  each  evening  to  his  wonted  home. 
Afcanius'  hounds  had  rous'd  the  trembling  prey,  615  "> 
As  down  the  gentle  flood  he  took  his  way,  > 

Ar.d  on  the  cooling  bank  in  length  luxuriant  lay.        J 
L3  '       Tk- 
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The  youthful  hero  fir'd  with  love  of  fame, 

Directs  a  feather'd  arrow  at  the  game  ; 

The  feather'd  arrow  flew  j  the  Fury  guides  620 

The  pointed  weapon  through  the  wanton's  fides. 

Pierc'd  with  tiie  dart,  the  bleeding  fawn  in  vain 

Flies  back  for  refuge  to  l-iis  home  again  ; 

Complains  v^ith  human  tears,  and  human  fighs. 

And  begs  for  aid  witli  unavailing  cnes.  625 

The  beauteous  Sylvia  jieard  his  moving  frrains. 

Beat  hi^r  white  bofom,  and  alarm'd  the  fwains. 

Infpir'd  with  fudden  rage  they  wing  their  way. 

For  in  the  wood  the  lurking  Fury  lay. 

Some  arm'd  witii  knotted  clubs,  impetuous  came,  630 

And  feme  with  ftaves  well-feafon'd  in  the  flame. 

With  iiones  or  brands  tlie  peafants  throng  from  far. 

And  every  fudden  weapon,  to  the  war. 

Tyrrheus,  who  clove  a  tree  with  many  a  flroke. 

Left  the  huge  wedge  v/ithln  the  gaping  oak  ;  6^^ 

Then  feiz'd  the  pond'rous  axe  with  loud  alarms. 

And  cali'd  the  raftics  all  around  to  arms. 

Mean  time  the  Fury  from  her  ftand  defcries 

The  growing  difcord  every  moment  rife  ; 

Afcerds  the  roof,  and,  from  the  lofty  height,         64Q 

Calls  in  the  bcill'rous  peafants  to  the  fight : 

With  her  full  force  her  mighty  horn  fhe  winds  ; 

Th'  infernal  flrain  alarms  the  gath'ring  hinds. 

'j  he  dreadful  fummcns  the  deep  forells  took  ; 

The  woods  all  thunder'd,  and  the  mountains  fhook.  645 

The  lake  of  Trivia  heard  the  note  profound. 

The  Veline  fountains  trembled  at  the  found. 
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The  thick  fulphureous  floods  of  hoary  Nar 
Shook  at  the  blal^  that  blew  the  ilames  of  war  : 
Pale  at  the  piercing  call,  the  mothers  prell  650 

With  fhrieks  their  ftarting  infants  to  the  breaft. 
.  Thus  the  mad  ruilics  caught  the  dire  alarms. 
And  at  the  hoj-rid  fignal  flew  to  arms. 
Ncr  lefs,  in  fuccour  of  the  princely  boy. 
Pour  forth  to  battle  all  the  troops  of  Troy  :  655 

Clubs,  ftaves  and  brands,  at  firll  the  fight  maintam ; 
But  now  embody'd  armies  fpread  the  plain. 
And  deadly  fwords  and  iTiining  bucklers  wield ; 
And  groves  of  Ipears  gleam  dreadful  o'er  the  field. 
On  brazen  arms  the  fun  refulgent  plays,  660 

And  to  the  fkies  the  fiery  helmets  blaze. 
So  when  the  wind  has  fdrr'd  the  gentle  feas. 
The  waves  jufr  fwell,  and  whiten  by  degrees  ; 
Till  all  the  heaving  wat'ry  worlds  arife. 
In  one  vafl  burft  of  thunder  to  the  fkies.  665 

Firfl:  Almon,  Tyrrheus'  eldell  hope,  was  flain. 
Fierce  as  he  fought,  the  foremofl:  on  the  plain. 
Beneath  liis  throat  the  arrow  found  its  way ; 
And  choak'd  in  blood,  the  beauteous  warrior  lay. 
Now  heaps  on  heaps  fall  thick  on  every  fide,  6^0 

And  in  the  cloud  of  fight  Qalelas  dy'd; 
Good  old  Galefus  !  while  witli  earnefl:  care. 
He  labour'd  to  prevent  the  rifng  war : 
The  fage  for  juflice  bore  the  foremoft  place. 
Though  far  the  wealthiefl  of  the  Latian  race  :         6j^ 
Five  flocks,  five  bellowing  droves,  his  paftures  held. 
And  with  a  hundred  teams  he  turn'd  the  fpacious  field. 
L  4.  Thus, 
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Thus,  while  on  either  fide,  the  martial  train 
With  mutual  flaughter  bath'd  the  purple  plain : 
When  the  Hern  Fury,  from  her  promife  freed,        680 
Beheld  with  joy  the  grovying  battle  bleed; 
Sht»  lea\'es  th'  Hefperian  fhores,  Ihe  mounts  the  fkies. 
And  in  proad  triumph  thus  to  Juno  cries : 

Behold  rnv  p:omife,  mighty  queen  !  made  good  ; 
I'he  Trojan  fword  has  drawn  the  Latian  blood.        685 
War,  boundlefs  war,  ruas  raging  round  the  plain ; 
Nor  can  yourielf  command  the  peace  again ; 
Speak  but  you  will,  I'll  fpread  the  dire  alarm. 
And  bid  the  bord'ring  towns  and  countries  arm, 
Beth  fides  to  aid,  the  nations  fhall  repair;  69' 

Wide  round,  the  rifmg  difcord  will  I  bear. 
And  roufe  in  every  brcall:  the  furies  of  the  war. 

Enough,  replies  the  queen,  enough  is  done. 
The  war  ftands  fixt ;  the  flaughters  are  begun. 
They  fly  to  war ;  their  arms  with  blood  diilain  :      695 
Death,  Rage,  g.nd  Terror  range  the  purple  plain. 
Such  are  the  nuptial  rites,  that  we  prepare 
For  Latium's  king,  and  Venus'  worthy  heir  ! 
But  go  -  this  moment  leave  the  realms  above ; 
Go-— nor  cfFend  the  facred  eyes  of  Jove,  700 

To  thy  unhallo\v'd  feet  t'le  fire  denies 
Th'  ethereal  walks,  and  freedom  of  the  fkies. 
Retire  to  hell !  if  aught  remains  undone, 
Ourfelf  fliall  finifli  what  thy  toils  begun. 

Swift  as  the  goddefs  fpoke,  the  fury  fprings         705 
With  f apid  fpeed,  and  fpreads  her  dufky  wings ; 

Her 
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Her  ferpcnts  hifling  all  around,  (he  flies 

To  hell's  dark  realms,  impetuous,  from  the  fkies. 

Amid  fair  Italy,  renown'd  by  fame. 
Lies  a  deep  vale,  Amfanclus  is  the  name.  710 

Her  gloomy  fides  are  fliaded  with  a  grove ; 
And  a  huge  range  of  mountains  tovv'rs  above ; 
Fierce  through  the  duiky  vale  the  torrents  pour. 
And  o'er  the  rattling  Hones  the  whirlpools  roar. 
There  the  black  jaws  of  hell  are  open'd  wide;         71  j 
There  rolls  dire  Acheron  his  fiery  tide  ; 
There  lies  the  dark  infernal  cave,  and  there 
Grim  Pluto  breathes  the  foft'  ethereal  air, 
Down  through  this  dreadful  opening,  from  on  high. 
The  fiend  plung'd  headlong,  and  reliev'd  the  (ky.    720 

Mean  time  the  qusen  of  heav'n  exerts  her  care. 
With  her  laft  hand  to  crown  the  growing  war. 
la  one  vail  tide  the  loud  tumultuous  fwains 
Pour  to  the  city,  and  defcrt  the  plains. 
Young  Almon's  corfe  they  bear  in  open  fight,         725 
And  old  Galefus  ilaughter'd  in  the  tight; 
Implore  the  gods  with  vows,  and  beg  in  vain 
The  hoary  monarch  to  revenge  the  fiain, 
While  the  fierce  Daunian  lords  complaints  confpire, 
To  fpread  the  gath'ring  fears  of  fword  and  fire.       730 
Turnus,  he  cries,  is  banifli'd  with  difgrace. 
And  v,Tong'd  in  favour  of  a  foreign  race. 
The  king  prefers  a  Troj.in  for  his  fon ; 
A  Trojan  prince  already  fills  tlie  throne  1 
Thofe  too,  whofe  mothers  by  the  queen  were  led,  735 
When,  fir'd  by  Bacchu?,  to  the  woods  fhe  fied. 
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(Such  was  her  interell  in  the  realm)  declare 

For  open  arms,  and  breathe  revenge  and  war. 

War  is  the  fatal  univerfal  cry, 

Againft  all  omens  of  the  angry  fky  !— -  740 

Furious  they  crowd  their  fovereigii's  regal  door. 

And,  madding,  round  the  rich  pavilions  roar ; 

Befiege  their  king,  as  waves  a  rock,  in  vain. 

Some  mighty  rock,  amidll  the  rolling  main ; 

That  hears  unmov'd  the  founding  tempeils  blow,     745 

That  fees  the  furious  furges  foam  below ; 

And  o'er  the  deeps,  majeilic  to  the  fight. 

Stands  iixt,  and  glories  in  its  matchlefs  height. 

Proud  of  its  bulk;  while  ftorms  and  working  tides 

Fly,  dafii  and  break  againll  the  tow'ring  fide.s !       750 

When  long  the  prince  had  lahour'd  to  retain 
The  rifing  madnefs  of  their  fouls  in  vain. 
And  faw  the  crowd  no  counfel  would  obey. 
But  rufli'd  to  arms  as  Juno  led  the  way  ; 
The  m.ournful  fire  obteHs  the  gods  and  (kies;  755; 

And  lo  !  we  yield  to  fate,  the  monarch  cries. 
The  ftorm  impetuous  bears  us  down  the  flood— - 
But  heav'n,  heav'n  claims  your  facrilegious  blood  ! 
Thou  too,  rafli  Turnus,  fha't  thy  part  fuilain. 
And  late,  too  late,  implore  the  gods  in  vain  !  760 

Safe  to  .he  port  am  I  already  come. 
And  all  ydur  king  can  Icfe,  is  but  a  tomb  ! 
Then  penfive  he  retir'd,  and  left  to  fate 
The  reins  of  empire,  and  the  cares  of  ftate. 

A  folemn  cufiom  in  Kefperia  reign'd,  765 

Which  long  the  potent  Alban  lords  maintain'd. 

And 
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And  Rcme  lliil  holds,  when,  terrible  in  might. 
The  world's  great  eiriprefs  lends  her  fons  to  fight. 
Whether  the  chain  for  Dacia  they  prepare. 
Or  wage  th'  Hyrcanian,  or  Arabian  war,  770 

Or  their  viclorious  arms  on  India  turn. 
And  fpread  her  eagles  to  the  rifing  mom ; 
Or  urge  proud  Parthia's  long-expefted  doom. 
And  bring  in  pomp  our  ravifn'd  enfigns  heme. — 
Two  maffy  folid  gates  have  ever  flood,  7^5 

For  ages  facred  to  the  *  Thracian  god. 
Old,  double  Janus  guards  the  drcadfi^l  doers ; 
Grim  war  within.  Ids  mighty  captive,  roars. 
On  many  a  pond'rous  hinge  the  gates  are  hung; 
With  brazen  bars  impenetrably  ilrong.  -80 

Soon  as  the  fathers  of  the  Hate  proclaim. 
The  fight  mull  vindicate  the  Roman  fame; 
Strait,  at  their  high  decree,  the  confal,  dreil 
In  the  rich  facred  robe  and  Gabine  veil. 
While  the  loud  trumpets  found  a  m^artial  ilram,        785 
{In  pomp  attended  by  the  valiant  train,) 
Throws  wide  the  gates ;  and  through  the  nations  far 
Lets  Icofe  the  bcundlefs  furies  of  die  war. 
So  now  the  madding  Latian  crowds  implore 
Their  monarch,  to  unfold  the  facred  door.  790 

But  from  the  fatal  office  he  withdrew. 
Abhor r'd  the  provmce,  and  retir'd  from  view. 
Then  heav'n's  dread  emprefs,  v-'hile  the  prince  dclay'd. 
Shot  down,  and  both  the  burlling  gates  difplay'd  : 
*  Mais. 

Thq 
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The  bolts  flv  back,  with  every  brazen  bar;  79 j 

And,  like  a  rtorm,  broke  forth  th'  imprifon'd  war. 

Till  now  unmov'd  by  diicord  and  alarms, 
Aufonia  burns,  and  calls  her  fons  to  arms. 
Some  to  the  furious  fig^t  on  foot  proceed; 
Some  vault  impetuous  on  the  bounding  fteed,  800 

Some  whet  the  blunted  pole-axe  for  the  fxcld. 
Brighten  the  fpear  and  Icn j-negleded  fliield ; 
Widi  tranfport  hear  the  trumpet's  clangors  rife. 
And  view  the  banners  ftreaming  in  the  fkies. 
Ardea,  proud  Tybur,  Cruilumerium's  pow'rs,        805 
Atina  ftrong,  and  high  Antcmnce's  towTs, 
Five  potent  citie-,  a!)  their  fons  Lm.ploy, 
Tq  forge  new  arms  againft  the  troops  of  Troy. 
For  greaves  the  du£l'l°  filver  they  extend. 
And  for  the  fnield  the  pliant  fallow  bend  :  810 

The  guiltlefs  arms  the  rural  trade  affords, 
Scythes,pIough-ihares,hooks,are  Ih-eighten'd  intofvvords. 
And  in  the  glowing  forges  they  reilore 
The  blunt.'d  faiilchions  which  their  fathers  wore. 
And  now  the  fprightly  trumpets  found  from  fir;      815 
The  word  flies  round;  the  fignal  of  the  war. 
Some  fnatch  the  polifh'd  helm  with  eager  fpeed  ; 
Some  to  the  yoke  compel  the  fnorting  Iteed. 
Brace  on  the  golden  cuirafs,  feize  the  fhield ; 
And,  with  the  glitt'nng  fv^'crd,  rufh  furious  to  the  field. 

Ye  mufes !  now  unlock  your  facred  fpring  ;         821 
Jnfpii  e  your  bard,  and  teach  him  how  to  fuig 
What  mighty  heroes  led  the  martial  train, 
J\i)d  what  embattled  armies  fpread  the  plain  ; 

The 
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The  Latian  chiefs,  ye  goddelTes !  declare,  825 

And  the  dire  progrefs  of  the  waileful  war ; 
You  know,  and  can  record  the  pow'rs  who  came. 
Which  we  learn  only  from  the  voice  of  fame. 

Mezentius  firft,  who  fcom'd  th'  immortal  pow'rs, 
Conducls  his  armies  from  the  Tufcan  fliores.  830 

Him  followed  Laufus,  fiujfh'd  with  youthful  fire,  -\ 

A  fon,  whofe  ihining  virtues  might  require  C 

A  happier  throne,  and  far  a  better  fire  !  3 

He  tam'd  the  Heed,  and  urg'd  the  generous  chace, 
And  none  but  Turnus  match'd  his  blooming  face:   835 
He  led  from  fair  Agylla  to  the  plain 
A  thoufand  warriors,  but  he  led  in  vain  ! 

Great  Aventinus,  great  Alcides'  fon. 
Wore  the  proud  trophy  that  his  father  won : 
A  hundred  ferpents  round  his  buckler  roU'd,  840 

And  Hydra  hifs'd  from  all  her  heads,  in  gold. 
Frelli  wreaths  of  palm  his  lofty  chariot  crown'd. 
And  fierce  he  lalli'd  his  fiery  courfers  round. 
Vv^hen  great  Alcides  from  Geryon  flain 
Return'd  triumphant  to  the  Latian  plain ;  845 

And  the  brave  viftor,  fafe  in  thefe  abodes, 
Cool'd  his  Hefperian  herds  in  Tyber'a  floods ; 
He  won  in  fhades  the  beauteous  Rhea's  grace. 
And  t'iis  bold  hero  crown'd  his  ftrong  embrace. 
Born  in  mount  Aventine's  fequeiter'd  wood;  850 

The  mortal  mother  mingling  witli  the  god. 

His  valiant  troops  long  Sabine  javelins  bear. 
And  arm'd  with  lleely  piles,  provoke  the  v/ar. 

He 
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He  ftalk'd  before  his  hoft ;  and  wide  difpread, 

A  lion's  teeth  grinn'd  horrid  o'er  his  head :  855 

Then  fought  the  palace  in  this  ftrange  atiire. 

And  iook'd  as  ftern  and  dreadful  as  his  fire. 

From  Tibur,  Coras  and  Catillus  came, 
Tibur,  the  town  that  took  their  brother's  name; 
Brave  youths  !  who  led  the  martial  Argive  train,    860- 
And  ru(h'd  the  foremoft  to  th'  embattled  plain. 
So  two  fierce  centaurs  of  the  cloud-born  race> 
Rufh  furious  down  tlie  frozen  hills  of  Thrace ; 
The  groves  give  way,  the  crackling  woods  refound. 
And  trampled  foreils  Ipread  their  rains  wide  around.  865 

Next  mighty  Calculus  to  battle  flies. 
Who  bade  the  tow'rs  of  proud  Praeneile  rife : 
Found  on  the  hearth,  amid  the  glowing  fire; 
The  nations  deem'd  great  Mulciber  his  fire. 
A  hoft  of  v/arriors  to  the  field  he  led,  870 

The  hardy  fwains  that  fair  Praeneile  bredi 
Or  Gabii  fent  where  Juno's  temple  rofe  ; 
The  troops  who  dwell  where  chilling  Anio  flows. 
With  thofe  who  drink  old  Amafenus'  ftream. 
Or  from  the  walls  of  rich  Anagnia  came.  875 

Not  all  with  arms  are  furnifh'd  for  the  war> 
Nor  grafp  the  fnieldi  nor  whirl  the  rapid  car. 
But  moll  from  flings  a  ftorm  of  bullets  throw. 
And  leaden  deaths  dellroy  the  diflant  foe. 
Some  in  their  hands  two  pointed  javelins  bore,         880 
And  fpoils  of  wolves  for  glitt'ring  helmets  wore; 
The  left  fooi  bare,  they  boldly  rufli  to  fight. 
But  a  tough  hide,  unfeafon'J>  ftieaths  the  right. 

Next 


} 
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Next  Neptune's  fon,  the  brave  Meflapus  came. 
Exempt  from  Heel,  and  facred  from  the  flame.        885 
To  long  negledled  wars  he  fir'd  h'is  train. 
And  urg'd  his  troops  to  fhine  in  arms  again. 
From  the  Flaviaian  and  Fefcennian  coall: 
At  his  command  advance  th'  embody'd  hod : 
With  the  Falifcan  band,  who  parell  jullice  boaft.  890 
Tiiofe  who  on  high  Sorade's  tow'rs  relide. 
Or  dwell  by  Cim inns'  expanded  tide. 
Or  o'er  the  rough  afpiring  mountain  rove. 
Or  haunt  divine  Feronia's  fhady  grove : 
All  m.arch,  embattled  in  array,  and  fing  8915 

The  martial  glories  of  their  godlike  king. 
So  from  the  fifhy  floods,  a  fnowy  train 
Of  fwans  embody'd  wing  th*  aerial  plain ; 
Stretcli  their  long  necks  o'er  Afius*  cryftal  fpring. 
And  the  refponfive  (hores  and  echoing  waters  ring.  900 
Not  one,  who  heard  the  loud  confas'd  alarms. 
Had  thought  this'noify  train  a  hoft  in  arms. 
But  feme  huge  cloud  of  ciair.orous  fowls,  who  foar 
Among  the  cliffs,  and  fcream  around  the  fnore. 

Lo  !  next  brave  Claufus  leads  his  troops  along;  905 
From  the  old  Sabine  race  the  warrior  fprung : 
With  a  vaft  hofl:,  a  ihot  himfelf,  he  came. 
The  firit  great  father  of  the  Claudian  name ; 
That  fpread  througli  Latium,  when,  the  line  to  grace, 
Rome  ihar'd  her  empire  with  the  Sabine  race.         910 
The  ancient  Cures  march  at  his  commands. 
And  a  large  force  from  Amiternian  lands. 

With 
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With  tliofe  who  dwell  where  full  Velinus  runs, 

Or  where  Nomentum  boafli)  her  martial  fons. 

Or  Oid-Eretum  flretch'd  her  utmoft  bound,  915 

And  rich  Mutufca  Trniles,  with  olives  crown'd; 

Or  where  fteep  Tetrica's  rough  rocks  arife. 

Or  proud  Scverus  tow'ra  amid  the  Ikies. 

V/here,  with  fair  Foruli  Cnfperia  Hands, 

And  clear  Kimella  floats  the  fruitful  lands,  920 

V/here  gentle  Fabaris  fereiicly  glides, 

AVhcfe  Ib-eams  augment  imperial  Tyber's  tides : 

Where,  near  cold  Nurfia,  beauteous  Orta  llood. 

And  mournful  Allia  rolls  her  fatal  flood. 

Thick  Ihines  with  moving  troops  the  blazing  plain,  925 

Thick,  as  the  billows  on  the  ilormy  main ; 

Thick  as  the  ripen'd  harvcils  are  beheld. 

That  nod  and  wave  along  the  golden  field. 

The  bucklers  ring,  the  clafhing  arms  refound; 

Beneath  their  footfteps  groans  the  trembling  ground. 930 

Then  Agamemnon's  fon,  Helefus  came. 
By  birth  a  foe  to  all  tlie  Trojan  name ; 
He  yok'd  his  fiery  courfers  to  the  car. 
And  with  a  thoufand  foldiers  rufh'd  to  war, 
From  where  on  mountains  live  th'  Auruntian  line,   935 
V.'licre  m.aiTic  hills  produce  the  generous  wine ; 
Warriors,  who  dwell  along  the  rearing  fea. 
Or  from  the  walls  of  Cales  took  their  way  : 
With  thofe  who  drink  \'"ulturnus'  ftioaly  flood. 
The  rough  Saticulan  and  Ofcan  flood.  940 

Short,  pointed  javelins,  faften'd  by  a  ftring. 
With  fatal  force  the  dext'rous  artifls  fling ; 

Light 
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Light  fliields  of  feafon'd  hide  aloft  they  bear. 
And,  arm'd  with  bending  fvvords,  provoke  the  war. 
Nor  thou,  unfung,  brave  Oebalus !   fhalt  pafs,         945 
The  nymph  Sebethis'  fon,  of  Telo's  race. 
While  pleafmg  Capraea  own'd  his  father's  fway. 
And  the  Teleboan  realms  his  nod  obey ;     • 
The  fon,  far  more  ambitious,  ftretch'd  Ms  reign 
O'er  thofe  rich  towns,  where  Sarno  bathes  the  plain.  950 
Now  to  the  fight  he  leads  his  warlike  pow'rs 
From  ancient  Batulum,  and  Rufa's  tovv'rs. 
From  where,  her  blooming  fruits  Abella  crown. 
And  old  Celenna  fpreads  her  fpacious  down. 
Thefe,  like  the  rough  Teutonic  warriors,  threw      955 
Huge  fpears  widi  barbs,  that  wing'd  with  daughter  flew. 
Light  cafques  of  cork  around  their  heads  they  wore. 
And  brazen  fwords,  and  brazen  buclders  bore. 

Thee  too,  bold  Ufens,  to  the  dire  alarms. 
Cold  Nuriia  fent  a  chief  reno^'n'd  in  arms.  960 

Her  fierce  rough  fons  through  forefls  bound  away. 
And  o'er  wild  mountains  chace  tiie  panting  prey. 
In  arms  the  natives  turn  the  frozen  foil. 
Make  war  a  fport,  and  fly  upon  the  fpoil. 

Umbro,  the  brave  Marrubian  priefl,  was  there,  965 
Sent  by  the  Marfian  monarch  to  the  war. 
The  fmiling  olive  with  her  verdant  boughs 
Shades  his  bright  helmet,  and  adorns  his  brows. 
His  charms,  in  peace  the  furious  ferpent  keep. 
And  lull  th'  envenom'd  viper's  race  to  fleep ;  970 

His  healing  hand  allay 'd  the  raging  pain  j 
And  at  his  touch  the  poifons  fled  again. 
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But  yet  he  fail'd  to  cure,  with  all  his  art. 

The  wound  inflifted  by  the  Trojan  dart  I 

Nor  all  his  charms,  nor  potent  herbs  that  grow       c 

On  Marfian  mountains,  could  prevent  the  blow  ! 

For  thee,  wide  echoing  iigh'd  th'  Angitian  woods ; 

For  thee,  in  murmurs  wept  thy  native  floods ! 

Next,  brave  Hippolytus  !  thy  beauteous  heir. 
The  lovely  Virbius  mingled  in  the  war.  c 

In  the  dark  woods  by  fair  Egeria  bred. 
His  troops  the  youth  from  old  Aricia  led : 
Where,  on  the  fnore,  Diana's  altar  ftood, 
(But  nov/  unftain'd  with  ofFer'd  human  blood ;) 
For  when  Hippolytus,  as  records  tell,  c 

By  his  fierce  llep-dam.e's  arts  and  vengeance  fell, 
Chas'd  by  his  father's  curfes  to  the  fhore. 
The  haplefs  youth  the  ftartled  courfers  tore  ; 
By  ^fculapius'  fkill  and  Dian's  care 
The  chief  re viv'd  and  breath'd  ethereal  air.  c 

But  Jove  Incens'd,  a  mortal  to  furvey. 
From  the  Tartarean  (hades  rellor'd  to  day. 
Great  Phoebus'  fon,  the  godlike  artJit,  hurl'd, 
Transfixt  with  thunder,  to  the  nether  world  : 
But  Dian  hid  the  youth  in  groves,  and  there  ( 

Confign'd  her  darling  to  Egeria's  care. 
There,  in  the  forefts,  Vvith  the  facred  dame 
He  paft  his  days,  and  Virbius  was  his  name. 
F'or  tliis,  til'  unhallow'd  fteed  mufl  ftill  remove 
From  Dian's  fane  and  confecrated  grove  :  ic 

Since  the  mad  horfes  ftartled  as  they  flew. 
And  ou  the  ground  their  mangled  mafter  tlirew. 
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Yet  his  brave  offspring  drove  the  thund'ring  car. 
And  lafh'd  his  fiery  courfers  to  the  war. 

'Bold  Turnus  in  the  front,  fupremely  tall,  1005 

Sheath'd  in  refulgent  arms,  ontfhines  them  all ; 
High  on  his  helm  a  triple  plume  was  rais'<i. 
And  on  his  creil  the  dire  chimaera  blaz'd  : 
From  her  wide  jaws  the  horrid  fiend  expires 
A  dread"fal  length  of  fires  fucceeding  fires.  icio 

When  the  loud  voice  of  flaughter  rendu  the  fkies. 
And  the  full  horrors  of  the  battle  rife. 
She  glows,  fhe  lightens,  as  the  warrior  turns ; 
She  flames  with  rage  ;  and  the  whole  monfter  bams. 
Chang'd  to  an  heifer  in  the  flowery  field,  10 15 

The  beauteous  To  charg'd  the  fhining  fhield. 
Here  Hood  her  *  guard  ;  and  there  her  f  father  roll'd 
His  fweUing  furges  through  the  figur'd  gold. 
A  cloud  of  foot  fucceeds ;  a  mighty  train. 
With  fpears,  and  fliields  j  and  armies  hide  the  plain.  1 020 
The  pow'rs  from  Argive  and  Auruntian  lands 
Mix'd  with  the  ancient  bold  Sicanian  bands. 
With  painted  (hields  the  brave  Labici  came 
And  Sacran  forces  to  the  field  of  fame ; 
With  thofe  who  till  Numicus'  fair  abodes,  102  c 

Or  dwell  where  Tyber  views  his  rifmg  woods : 
Or  where  the  rough  Rutulians  turn  the  ground. 
And  the  fteep  hills  of  Circe  ftretch  around : 
Where  fair  Feronia  boafl:s  her  fl:ately  grove. 
And  Anxur  glories  in  her  guardian  Jove:  1030 

•  Argus.  j-  Inachus,  a  river  god, 
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Where  (lands  the  Pontine  lake,  and  o'er  the  plain. 
Cold  Ufens'  ftream  fleals  gently  to  the  main, 

Laft  with  her  martial  troops,  all  fheath'd  in  brafs, 
Camilla  came,  a  queen  of  Volfcian  race. 
Nor  were  the  web  or  loom  the  virgin's  care,  1035 

But  arms  and  courfers,  and  the  toils  of  war. 
She  led  the  rapid  race,  and  left  behind. 
The  flagging  floods,  and  pinions  of  the  wind : 
Lightly  Ihe  flies  along  the  level  plain. 
Nor  hurts  the  tender  grafs,  nor  bends  the  golden  grain ; 
Or  o'er  the  fwelling  furge  fufpended  fweeps,  1041 

And  fmoothly  fkims,  unbath'd,  along  the  deeps. 
From  the  difpeopled  towns  and  fields  repair 
Men,  matrons,  maids  and  youths,  to  view  the  fair : 
The  crowds  all  gaze  with  tranfport,  to  furvey       1045 
Loofe  in  the  winds,  her  purple  garments  play. 
Her  polifli'd  bow,  her  quiver's  gaudy  pride 
With  arrows  flor'd,  and  glittering  at  her  fide : 
Her  fliining  javehn,  wondering  they  behold. 
And  her  fair  trefles  bound  with  clafps  of  gold*       1050 
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The  war  being  now  begun,  both  the  generals  make  all 
poffible  preparations.  Turnus  fends  to  Diomedes  ; 
-^jjeas  goes  in  perfon  to  beg  fuccours  from  Evander, 
ftnd  the  Tufcans.  Evander  receives  him  kindly,  fUr- 
nifhes  him  with  men,  and  fends  his  fon  Pallas  with 
him.  Vulcan,  at  the  requcft  of  Venus,  makes  arms 
for  her  fon  ^neas,  and  draws  on  his  fhield  the  moll 
memorable  a(5lions.  of  his  pollerity. 
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"^T  O  W  Turnus  rous'd  all  Latiam  with  alarms 

-*'^    To  mount  the  fiery  fleeds  and  fly  to  arms ; 

Fixt  on  Laurentum's  tow'rs,  fublime  in  air. 

His  Ihndard  wav'd^  the  fignal  of  the  war  : 

And  the  loud  trumpets,  heard  from  far,  excite  5 

The  generous  youth,  and  call  them  to  the  fight. 

Confederate  povv'rs  confpire,  the  war  to  wage  ; 

And  the  mad  nations  breathe  revenge  and  rage. 

The"r  armies  Ufens  and  Mefiapus  guide. 

With  proud  Mezentius  who  the  gods  defy*d.  10 

From  the  farpeiKled  plough  they  drag  the  fwains. 

And  for  the  war  difpeopled  all  the  plains. 

To  Arpi  next  fage  Venulus  they  fped 

To  beg  the  aid  of  royal  DIomed ; 

And  charge  the  hoary  envoy  to  inform  15 

The  martial  monarch  of  the  rifmg  ftorm ; 

That  Troy's  proud  navy  rides  in  Tyber's  floods ; 

JEneas  here  has  nxt  his  vanquilh'd  gods  ; 

And  vaunts  himfelf  the  prince,  urdain'd  by  fate 

Xq  fway  the  fceptre  of  th'  Hefperian  f.ate ;  20 

The  nations  ov^n  his  caufe,  his  right  proclaim. 

And  Latiam  echoes  v^ith  his  growing  fame ; 
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That  beft  himfelf  could  judge,  who  knew  the  foe. 
From  iuch  a  war  what  dread  effects  may  flow ; 
What  h  his  mighty  aim,  his  proud  intent ;  25 

And,  Ihould  he  conquer,  what  the  dire  event. 
Was  left  for  him  to  weigh ;  whofe  ftate  and  throne. 
And  fortunes,  flood  endanger'd  like  their  own. 

All  tliis  the  Trojan  chief  beheld,  opprell 
With  cares  that  roli'd  tumultuous  in  his  breafl:.  30 

A  thoufand  thoughts  his  wavering  foul  divide. 
That  turns  each  way,  and  points  to  every  fide. 
So  from  a  brazen  vafe  tlie  trembling  flream 
Refletls  the  lunar,  or  the  folar  beam  : 
Swift  and  elufive  of  the  dazzled  eyes,  3<^ 

From  v>^ll  to  wall  the  dancing  glory  flies  : 
Thence  to  the  cieling  flioot  the  glancing  rays. 
And  o'er  the  roof  the  quivering  fplendor  plays. 

'Twas  night — and,  weary  with  the  toils  of  day. 
In  foft  repofe  the  whole  creation  lay ;  40 

And  laft  the  Trojan  prince,  oppreit  with  care 
On  the  dire  profpeft  of  th*  approaching  war. 
Sunk,  and  in  balmy  fiumbers  clos'd  his  eyes ; 
His  couch  the  bank;  his  canopy  the  ikies. 
When,  flow-emerging  through  the  poplar  wood,      45 
Rofe  the  majeftic  father  of  the  flood, 
Tyber,  the  guardian  god,  in  open  view ; 
A  fea-g"een  mantle  round  his  llioulders  flew  ; 
A  wreath  of  reeds  adorn'd  his  hoary  head. 
And,  to  relieve  his  forrows,  thus  he  faid  :  50 

O  long-expcdlcd  on  our  bleft  abodes. 
Great  chief,  the  true  deicendant  of  the  gods ! 

Whofe 
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Whofe  conduft  brings  thy  refcu'd  Troy  once  more 

To  rife  immortal  on  our  Latian  fhore ; 

Proceed,  and  conquer,  prince!  nor  yield  to  fear ;    5^ 

Here  lies  thy  fated  home,  thy  Ilion  here. 

Go  ! — meet  the  threat'ning  war ;  thy  cares  are  vain. 

The  gods  relent,  and  heav'n  grows  mild  again. 

Nor  think,  an  airy  vifion  of  the  night, 

A  traniient  empty  dream  deludes  thy  fight.  60 

Soon  thou  Ihait  view,  beneath  an  oak  reclin'd, 

A  large  white  mother  of  the  briilly  kind. 

With  her  white  numeroiis  brood  of^  thirty  young. 

Who  drain  her  udders  as  Ihe  lies  along. 

There,  there,  thy  town,  great  hero,  fhall  afcend,    65 

There  all  thy  labours,  all  thy  woes  Ihall  end. 

Heav'n,  by  this  fign,  ordains  thy  royal  fon. 

When  thirty  years  in  full  fucceffion  run. 

Shall  build  a  city  of  diilinguifli'd  fame. 

Which  from  this  omen  fhall  derive  her  name.  70 

But  to  fucceed,  purfue  what  I  advife  ; 

Go,  make  th'  Arcadian  tribes  thy  firm  allies. 

The  race,  that  own'd  of  old  great  Pallas'  fway. 

Hither  beneath  Evander  bent  their  way ; 

Then  rais'd  their  walls  on  the  tali  mountain's  crown  ,*  75 

And  Pallas'  name  adorn'd  the  riling  town. 

But  foon  the  Latian  race  in  arms  appear ; 

And  with  the  ftrangers  wage  a  dreadful  war. 

Go,  join  their  forces,  and  their  aid  implore. 

And  fear  the  gath'ring  hoftile  train  no  more.  80 

Rife,  fon  of  Venus,  rife,  employ  thy  oars  ; 

Pur  felf  will  guide  tliee  to  the  friendly  fhores. 

Sppn 
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Soon  as  the  day  fnall  dawn,  thy  gifts  prepare. 
And  vanquiih  heav'n's  revengeful  queen  with  pray'r. 
Crown'd  with  fuccefs,  and  ail  thy  foes  o'er-aw'd,  85 
Difcharge  to  me  the  honours  of  a  god. 
To  me  the  fire  of  this  immortal  flood  : 
For  know,  old  Tyber  Hands  before  thine  eyes, 
Ador'd  on  earth,  and  reverenc'd  in  the  /kies. 
I. lead,  in  peaceful  pomp,  my  humid  train  90 

Along  thefe  banks,  and  baihe  the  fruitful  plain  : 
And  on  our  fides  a  city  fhall  be  feen  ; 
Our  glorious  feat ;  the  world's  mujeilic  queen ! 
The  god  then  plu^g'd  beneath  hio  oozy  bed  ; 
And  with  the  night  the  liero's  fi-^mber  fled.  95 

He  rofe,  and  frrait  hii  joyful  eyes  fur /ey 
The  purple  fplendors  of  the  dawning  day  ; 
Then  water  in  his  palm  devoutly  took, 
Rais'd  to  the  ikies,  and  thus  vvith  tranfport  fpcke : 
.  Ye  nymphs,  Laurentian  nymphs !  from  whofe  fupplies 
And  watery  flores  the  fuelling  rivers  rife;  loi 

And  thou,  old  Tyber  !  my  propitious  guide. 
Receive  ^neas  on  thy  facred  tide  ; 
From  every  ill  defend  him,  as  he  goes. 
And  look  with  pity  on  his  endlefs  woes.  105 

Then  from  whatever  fource  thy  ftreams  furvey 
The  golden  light,  and  murmurmg  fpring  to  day; 
O  thou,  the  greatefl  of  the  wat'ry  gods, 
Majellic  prince  of  ail  th'  Hefperian  floods  ! 
Still  to  thy  name  due  honours  will  I  pay,  1 10 

And  gifts  unceaflng  on  thy  altars  la^'. 

But 
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But  oK  1  be  prefent  with  thy  aid  diviue, 
Difplay,  and  then  confirm  the  promis'd  fign. 

He  faid,  then  arm'd  his  Trojans,  and  iupply'd 
Two  barks  with  oars,  to  ftem  the  yellow  tide.  11^ 

When  lo  !  the  promis'd  omen  was  difplay'd ; 
The  large  white  dam  lay  llretch'd  along  the  fhade. 
With  all  her  fnowy  young,  in  open  view ; 
Whom,  Y/ith  her  brood,  the  prince  to  Juno  flew. 
Now  while  the  Ihips  with  equal  ftrokes  they  row'd,  120 
All  night  old  Tyber  calm'd  his  fwelling  flood. 
The  numbering  ftreams  no  mingling  murmurs  make. 
Smooth,  as  the  glaiTy  level  of  the  lake. 
With  joyful  ihouts  the  fable  gallies  gl'ide, 
Eafy  and  light,  along  the  floanng  tide.  125 

Surpris'd,  the  forefts  and  the  floods  beheld 
Bright  arms  and  veflcls  en  the  wat'r}--  field. 
All  night,  all  day,  they  ply  their  bufy  oars 
Along  tjie  mazes  of  the  v.inding  (horcs, 
And  gently  move  beneath  the  waving  fc^ne  130 

Of  groves,  that  paint  the  checquer'd  floods  with  green. 

Now  had  the  fun's  bright  courfers  whiri'd  on  high 
His  fiery  chariot  to  the  mid-day  ftcy : 
When  lo  !  the  diftant  tow'rs  the  train  defcrics  ; 
And  walls  and  intermingled  houfes  rife  ;  135 

Evander's  homely  ftate — where  now  appears 
Immortal  Rome,  advanc'd  above  the  ftars ! 
Thither  they  turn  the  prow  without  delay. 
And  to  the  city  bend  their  eager  way. 

Before  the  town,  within  th.e  gloomy  woods,  140 

To  great  Alcides  and  the  favouring  gods, 
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It  chanc'd,  that  day,  th'  Arcadian  monarch  paid 

A  folemn  oiFering  in  the  fecret  fhade. 

Pallas  his  fen,  the  rural  fenate  round. 

And  the  chief  youths  the  flaming  altars  crown'd :     145 

With  fuming  incenfe  in  their  hands  they  flood. 

And  the  red  pavement  blufhi'd  with  facred  blood. 

Soon  as  they  favv  the  fliips  in  filence  move. 
And  fnine  b:-tvveen  the  openings  of  the  grove  ; 
A  fudd  n  dread  ilrikes  cold  through  every  breart  ;   150 
They  ftart,  they  rife,  and  leave  tn'  unfinilh'd  feall. 
But  Pallas  bids  the  guells  the  rite  purfue. 
Then  fnatch'd  a  javelin,  and  impetuous  flew — 
Refolve  me,  llranger,   (from  a  point  he  calls) 
Who,-vvhence  you  are,  and  why  approach  our  walls  ?  1 5  5 
What  urg'd  your  voyage  to  thefe  fhores,  declare  ? 
Speak,  fpeak  your  buflnefs — bring  you  peace  or  war  ? 

High  on  the  ftern  the  Trojan  heio  Hands, 
And  held  a  branch  of  olive  in  his  hands. 
Behold,  he  cries,  the  far-fam'd  fons  of  Troy;         160 
Thefe  fwords  againft  the  Latians  we  employ ; 
The  perjur'd  Latians;  whofe  unjuft  alarms 
Force  us  to  fly  to  great  Evander's  arms. 
Go,  tell  your  king,  the  Dardan  chiefs  appear, 
4nd  beg  his  potent  fuccour  in  the  war.  165 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  approach,  he  cries  with  joy, 
(All  fir'd  to  hear  the  glorious  name  of  Troy;) 
To  my  great  father  be  thy  fuit  addrell. 
And  grace  our  manfions  as  a  friend  and  guefl. 
With  that  he  gave  the  Dardan  prince  his  hand,       1 70 
And  led  the  godlike  hero  from  the  ilrand : 

.    Then 
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Then  to  the  facred  grove  their  way  they  took ; 
And  thus  the  Trojan  to  the  monarch  fpoke  : 

Bell  of  the  Greeks !  to  whom  devoid  of  fear, 
Conftrain'd  by  fate,  thefe  types  of  peace  I  bear.      175 
Though  from  Arcadia's  hoitiie  bounds  you  came, 
Ally'd  to  both  the  kings  of  Atreus'  name. 
Yet  hither  did  thy  fame  my  Heps  incline. 
My  own  fixt  choice,  heav'n's  oracles  divine ; 
And  tile  mixt  glories  of  our  kindred  line.  180 

For  know  we  both  from  mighty  Atlas  trace. 
Who  props  th'  ethereal  fpheres,  our  ancient  race. 
Our  father  Dardanus,  a  glorious  name. 
From  his  fam'd  daughter,  fair  EIe6lra,  came. 
His  beauteous  Maia,  on  Cyllene's  height,  1 8^ 

Difclos'd  your  fire,  great  Mercury,  to  light. 
Thus  from  that  common  fource  divided  run 
Our  facred  lines,  as  firll  they  met  in  one. 
Rais'd  by  thefe  hopes  all  caution  I  difown. 
And  fent  no  envoys  to  addrefs  thy  throne,  190 

Bat  came  unguarded,  fearlefs,  and  alone. 
Our  Daunian  foes,  with  equal  rage,  dellroy 
Your  fuff'ring  fubjedls  and  the  fons  of  Troy; 
And  hope,  if  they  expel  the  Dardan  train. 
From  fea  to  fea  to  propagate  their  reign.  1 95 

Then  in  a  league  let  either  nation  join. 
For  know,  our  Trojans  are  a  martial  line, 
Valiant  and  bold,  and  feafon'd  to  alarms. 
True  to  their  leagues,  and  exercis'd  in  arms  ! 

Thus  he  —the  monarch  rolFd  his  eager  ey^s         200 
O'er  his  majeilic  form,  and  thus  replies : 

On 
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On  all  thy  features  how  I  dwell  with  joy : 
Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  glorious  prince  of  Troy  ! 
How  in  thy  face,  my  ancient  friend  I  fee  ! 
Anchifes  looks,  and  lives,  and  fpeaks  in  thee  !        205 
Well  I  recall  great  Priam's  ftately  port. 
Whence  once  he  fought  his  *  royal  fifter^s  court 
On  Salaminian  ihores,  with  all  his  train ; 
And  took  his  way  through  our  Arcadian  plain. 
Then,  but  a  youth,  I  gaz'dthe  ftrangers  o'er,        210 
And  much  admired  the  chiefs,  their  monarch  more ; 
But  moft  Anchifes  ;  for,  fupremely  tall. 
Thy  graceful  godlike  fire  outfnin'd  them  all. 
Eager  I  long'd  in  friendftiip's  facred  bands 
To  hold  the  chief,  and  join  our  plighted  hands,       215 
Led  him  to  Pheneus'  ancient  walls,  careft 
Th'  illuftrious  prince,  and  claim 'd  him  for  my  gueft. 
On  me,  at  parting,  generous  he  beftow'd 
Two  golden  bridles,  that  refulgent  ^low'd, 
(A  glorious  prefent  by  my  fon  poiTefl,)  220 

With  a  rich  quiver  and  embroider 'd  veil. 
The  peace  you  afk,  we  give  ;  our  friendship  plight. 
And,  foon  as  morn  reveals  the  purple  light. 
With  our  confederate  troops,  a  martial  train. 
Safe  I'll  difmifs  thee  from  thefe  walls  again.  225 

Now,  fmce  as  friends  you  honour  our  abode, 
AiTifl,  and  pay  due  offerings  to  the  god. 
With  us  purfue  the  folemn  annual  feafts. 
And  from  this  hour  commence  our  conltant  guefts. 

*  Heiione. 
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He  fald ;  the  bowls  replac'd  in  open  view,  230 

The  joyful  train  the  holy  rites  renew ; 
The  hoary  king  difpos'd  his  guelb  around, 
Aad  plac'd  the  T  ojans  on  the  vei-dant  ground. 
But  for  their  prince  an  ample  couch  was  fpread  ; 
A  lion's  fpoils  adom'd  the  rural  bed.  235 

Now  brought  the  chofen  youths  and  priefls  again 
The  iacred  banquet  to  the  ftranger  train ; 
Difpens'd  from  cauiiiers  the  bread  around. 
And  with  the  foaming  wine  the  goblets  crown*d : 
The  Dardan  prince  and  every  Trojan  gueft,  240 

Reclin'd  at  eafe,  partake  the  folenni  feail. 
But  when  the  rage  of  craving  hunger  fled. 
Thus  to  the  chief  the  hoary  monarch  faid : 

*Tis  not  for  nought  we  pay  thefe  rites  divine 
To  great  Alcides'  ever-honour'd  fhrine  ;  245 

Our  worihip  fprings  from  gratitude  lincere. 
Not  heady  zeal,  nor  fuperfritious  fear ; 
Nor  are  our  tribes  by  blind  devotion  aw'd  ; 
But,  fav'd  by  Hercules,  adore  the  god. 
For  lo  !  in  air  yon  hanging  rock  behold  !  250 

See  heaps  on  heaps,  on  ruins  ruins  rcH'd  ! 
See  yon  huge  cavern,  yawning- wide  around  ! 
Where  ftill  the  (hatter'd  mountain  fpreads  the  ground. 
That  fpacious  hold,  grim  Cacus  once  pofTell:, 
Tremendous  fiend  !  half  human,  halfabeaft!  255 

Deep,  deep  as  hell,  the  dirmal  dungeon  lay. 
Dark  and  impervious  to  the  beams  of  day. 
With  copious  flaughter  fmok'd  the  purple  floor;         ^ 
Pale  heads  hung  horrid  on  the  lofty  door,  C 

Dreadful  to  view  1  and  dropp'd  with  crimfon  gore.  260  J 

The 
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The  fiend  from  Vulcan  fprang ;  and,  like  his  firci 
The  mighty  monfter  breath'd  a  ftorm  of  fire. 
So  fierce  he  rag'd ;  till  time  at  length  beHow'd 
The  prefence,  aid,  and  vengeance  of  a  god. 
For  now  Alcides  left  the  realms  of  Spain,  265 

Proud  of  the  fpoils  of  huge  Geryon  flain. 
To  thefe  fair  fhores  the  bellowing  droves  he  led ; 
Along  the  banks  and  fiow'ry  vales  they  fed. 
The  fiend  refolves  to  bear  the  prize  away 
By  fraud  or  force ;  and  meditates  the  prey.  270 

Four  beauteous  heifers,  four  fair  bulls  he  took, 
Inclos'd  and  lodg'd  them  in  the  gloomy  rock ; 
But  by  their  tails  the  Ibuggling  prey  he  drew. 
And  thought  to  puzzle  the  deluded  view. 
The  turning  tracks,  inverted,  where  they  tread,     275 
Back  from  the  monller's  darkfome  cavern  led. 
Mean  time  the  mighty  diove  the  hero  leads 
To  frefner  pafiures,  and  untrampled  meads. 
The  parting  herds  fpread  wide,  and  roar  around ; 
Fields,  woods  and  hills,  rebellow  to  the  found.        280 
When  lo  !   a  heifer  heard  her  love  complain. 
And  roar'd  refponfive  from  the  cave  again ; 
From  vault  to  vault  the  found  in  thunder  flew> 
And  the  detected  fraud  appear'd  in  view. 
Alcides  feiz'd  his  arms,  infiam'd  with  ire,  285 

Rage  in  his  looks,  and  all  his  foul  on  fire ; 
Fierce  in  his  hands  the  pon'drous  club  he  fliook. 
And,  mad  for  vengeance,  mounts  th'  aerial  rock. 
Then,  fir  11  appall'd,  the  monfter  we  defcry. 
Death  in  his  cheek,  and  horror  in  his  eye.  290 

Sv/ift 
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Suift  as  the  wind,  with  terror  wing'd,  he  Red, 
And  in  the  gloomy  cavern  plung'd  his  head. 
The  pcnd'rous  rock,  impenetrably  ftrong. 
On  folid  hinges  by  his  father  hung, 
To  guard  the  dreadful  dungeon,  down  he  drew:     295 
The  fhatter'd  chains  and  buriling  barriers  flew. 
Scarce  had  the  fiend  let  down  th'  enormous  weight. 
When  fierce  the  god  came  thund'rir.g  to  the  gate. 
He  gnafh'd  his  teeth  with  rage,  the  pafTes  try  d. 
And  roll'd  his  eager  eyes  on  every  fide ;  300 

Now  here,  now  there,  a  fiery  glance  he  direvv^. 
And  thrice,  impetuous,  round  the  mountain  flew; 
Thrice  ibove  to  Itorm  the  mafly  gates  in  vain ; 
And  thrice,  o'erfpent,  fat  panting  on  the  plain. 

A  pouited  rock  behind  the  cavern  flcod,  305 

That  to  the  left  frown'd  dreadful  o'er  the  flood. 
Black,  rough,  andvaft;  a  pile  of  wond'rous  height,    - 
A  folemn  haunt  for  every  bird  of  night. 
This,  from  the  right,  the  god  incumbent  ihook  ; 
Fierce  from  the  folid  bafe  he  heav'd  the  rock.         310 
Then  pufti'd  convulfive  with  a  frightful  peal. 
The  fmoking  fteep  rolls  thund'ring  dov^-n  the  vale. 
To  the  loud  din,  earth,  air  and  heav'n  reply  ; 
The  banks  ftart  wide ;  and  back  the  furges  fly. 
Expos'd  to  fight  the  monller's  dungeon  lay,  ;  i  - 

And  the  huge  cave  flew  open  to  the  day. 
So,  if  the  bolts  of  Jove  fliould  burft  the  ground. 
And  opening  earth  difclofe  the  vait  profound. 
The  folemn  fecrets  of  the  dark  abodes. 
Hell's  dreadful  regions,  dreadful  ev'n  to  gods;        320 

Vol.  LIII.  N  Full 
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Full  on  the  black  abyfs  the  beams  would  play. 
And  the  pale  ghoih  ftart  at  the  flafli  of  day  : 
As  pale  (his  dungeon  ftorm'd)  with  wild  affright. 
Glares  the  dire  fiend,  furpris'd  in  open  light. 
He  roars  aloud,  while  thund'ring  from  above,         ^2^ 
Full  on  the  foe  the  furious  hero  drove. 
With  every  vengeful  inllrument  in  view. 
Whole  trunks  of  trees  and  broken  rocks  he  threw. 
Now  round  the  cavern,  in  defpair  of  flight, 
Th'  enormous  moniler  breathes  a  fudden  night ;      3 30 
To  blind  or  blaft  his  mighty  foe,  expires 
Thick  clouds  of  fmoke,  and  all  his  father's  fires. 
With  that  the  vengeful  god  in  fury  grew. 
And  headlong  through  the-  burning  tempeft  flew. 
Fierce  on  the  fiend,  through  ftifling  fumes  he  came,  335 
Through  flreams  of  fmoke  and  deluges  of  flame  ; 
There,  while  in  vain  he  breathed  the  fires  around, 
Plis  trembling  prize  the  great  Alcides  found  ; 
Limb  lock'd  in  limb,  from  earth  his  feet  he  rends. 
And  on  the  ground  his  monfrrous  bulk  extends ;      340 
Strangled  the  ftruggling  foe  with  matchlefs  might. 
And  from  their  caverns  tore  the  bails  of  fight. 
Thus  the  huge  fiend,  exhaufied,  breathlefs,  tir'd. 
Loud  bellowing,  in  th*  Herculean  grafp  expir'd. 
The  god  then  burfl  the  gates ;  and  open  He  345 

The  den's  vafl:  depths,  all  naked  to  the  Iky. 
Th'  expanded  caves  difmifs  th'  imprifon'd  prey. 
From  the  black  darkfome  dungeon  to  the  day. 
Forth  by  the  feet  the  crowds  the  moniler  drew ; 
On  his  huge  fize  tliey  feall  their  eager  view;  350 

His 
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His  fhaggy  limbs,  his  dreadful  eyes  admire. 
And  gaping  throat,  that  breath'd  infernal  fire. 

From  that  bleft  hour  tli'  Arcadian  tribes  bellow'd 
Thefe  foiemn  honours  on  their  guardian  god. 
Potitius  firft)  his  gratitude  to  prove,  355 

Ador'd  Alcides  in  the  iTiady  grove ; 
And,  with  the  old  Pinarian  facred  line, 
Thefe  altars  rais'd,  and  paid  the  rites  divine. 
Rites,  which  our  fons  for  ever  ftiall  maintain  ; 
And  ever  facred  fnall  the  grove  remain.  360 

Come  then,  with  us  to  great  Alcides  pray. 
And  crown  your  heads,  and  folemnize  the  day. 
Invoke  our  common  god  with  hymns  divine. 
And  from  the  goblet  pour  the  generous  wine. 
He  faid,  and  with  the  poplar's  facred  boughs,  365 

Like  great  Alcides,  binds  his  hoary  brows  ; 
Rais'd  the  crown'd  goblet  high,  in  open  view  : 
With  him,  the  guefts  the  holy  rite  purfue. 
And  on  tlie  board  the  rich  libation  threw. 

Now  from  before  the  rinng  ftiades  of  night,  370 

Roll'd  down  the  fteep  of  heav'n,  the  beamy  light. 
Clad  in  the  fleecy  fpoils  of  (heep,  proceed 
The  holy  priefts  ;  Potitius  at  their  head. 
With  flaming  brands  and  offerings,  march  the  train. 
And  bid  the  hallow'd  altars  blaze  again  ;  375 

With  care  the  copious  viands  they  difpofe ; 
And  for  their  guefts  a  fecond  banquet  rofe. 
The  fires  curl  high ;  the  Salii  dance  around 
To  facred  ilrains,  with  fhady  poplars  crown'd. 

N2  Th5 
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The  quires  of  old  and  young,  in  lofty  lays,  3  So 

Refound  great  Hercules'  immortal  praife. 

How  firll,  his  infant  hands  the  fnakes  o'erthrew. 

That  Juno  fent ;  and  the  dire  moniiers  flew. 

What  mighty  cities  next  his  arms  deftroy, 

Th'  Occhalian  vvtJIs,  and  ftately  tow'rs  of  Troy.     385 

The  thoufand  labours  of  the  hero's  hands, 

Enjoin'd  by  proud  Euryftheus'  ftern  commands. 

And  Jove's  revengeful  queen.     Thy  matchlefs  might 

O'ercame  the  cloud-born  Centaurs  in  the  fight ; 

HyLxus,  Pholus  funk  beneath  thy  feet,  390 

And  the  grim  bull,  whofe  rage  difpeopled  Crete. 

Beneath  thy  arm  the  Nemean  monfter  fell ; 

Thy  arm  with  terror  fill'd  the  realms  of  hell ; 

Ev'n  hell's  grim  porter  fhook  with  dire  difmay. 

Shrunk  back,  and  trembled  o'er  his  mangled  prey.  395 

No  fhnpcs  of  danger  could  thy  foal  affright; 

Nor  huge  Typhoc-us,  towering  to  the  light. 

Nor  Lerna's  fiend  thy  courage  could  confound. 

With  all  her  hundred  heads,  that  hifs'd  around. 

Hail  mighty  chiefs  advanc'd  to  heaven's  abodes !    400 

Hail  fon  of  Jove ;  a  god  among  the  gods  ! 

Be  prefent  to  the  vows  thy  fuppliants  pay. 

And  with  a  fmile  thefe  grateful  rites  furvey. 

Thus  they — but  Cacus'  cavern  crowns  the  flrain. 

Where  the  grim  monfter  brcath'd  his  flames  in  vain. 

To  the  glad  fong,  the  vales,  the  woods  rebound,    406 

The  lofty  hills  reply,  and  echo  to  the  found. 

The  facred  rites  complete,  the  numerous  train 
Back  to  the  city  bend  tlieir  eourfe  again. 

Tremblino: 
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Trembling  with  age,  flow  moves  the  monarch  on,  410 

Br^tvveen  the  hero  and  his  blooming  Ton. 

They  pafs  with  pleafare  the  remrjns  of  day 

In  various  converfe,  that  beguiles  the  way. 

Around  th'  illuftrious  Granger  darts  his  fight. 

And  views  each  place  with  wonder  and  dehgjit :      415 

Curious  each  ancient  monument  furveys. 

And  afks  of  every  work  of  ancient  days. 

Half  funk  in  ruins,  and  by  age  o'ercome— 

When  thus,  the  founder  of  majelHc  Rome  : 

Know,  mighty  prince,  thefe  venerable  woods,     420 
Of  old,  were  haunted  by  the  filvan  gods. 
And  favage  tribes,  a  rugged  race  who  took 
Their  birth  primeval  from  the  liubborn  oak. 
No  laws,  no  manners  form'd  the  barbarous  race  : 
B^it  wild,  the  natives  rov'd  from  place  to  place;      425 
Untaught  and  rough,  improvident  of  gain. 
They  heapM  uo  wealth,  nor  turn'd  the  fruitful  plain. 
Their  food,  the  favage  fruits  the  forefts  yield. 
Or  hunted  game,  the  fortune  of  the  field. 
Till  Saturn  fled  before  victorious  Jove,  430 

Driv'n  down  and  banifli'd  from  the  realms  above. 
He  by  jufl:  lav/s  embody'd  all  the  train. 
Who  roam'd  the  hills,  and  drew  them  to  the  plain  ; 
There  fixt ;  and  Larium  call'd  the  new  abode, 
Whofe  friendly  Ihores  conceal'd  the  latent  god.       435 
Thcfe  realms  in  peace  the  monarch  long  controll'd. 
And  blcfl  the  nations  with  an  age  of  gold. 
A  fecond  age  fucceeds,  but  darker  far, 
Dirairrd  bv  the  lufl  of  gain,  and  rage  of  war. 

N  3  ^-  Then 
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Then  the  Sicanians  and  Aufonians  came,  44O 

And  Saturn's  realm  alternate  chang'd  her  name. 
SucceiTive  tyrants  rul'd  the  Latian  plain ; 
Then  ilern,  huge  Tybris  held  his  cruel  reign. 
The  mighty  flood  that  bathes  the  fruitful  coaft, 
Receiv'd  his  name,  and  Aibula  was  loil.  445 

I  came  the  lail:,  through  ilormy  oceans  driv'n 
From  my  own  khigdom  by  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
My  mother  goddefs  and  Apollo  bore 
My  courfe  at  length  to  this  aufpicious  fnore. 

This  laid,  the  prince  the  gate  and  altar  iliows,    450 
That  to  his  parent,  great  Carmenta,  rofe ; 
Whofe  voice  foretold,  the  fons  of  Troy  Ihouid  crown 
With  everlaiHng  fame  the  rifmg  town. 
Here,  Pan,  beneath  the  rocks  thy  temple  flood ; 
There,  the  renown'd  afylum,  in  the  wood.  455 

Now  points  the  monarch,  where  by  vengeful  Heel, 
llu  murder'd  guelt,  poor,  haplefs  Argus  fell ! 
Next,  to  the  Capitol  their  courfe  they  hold. 
Then  rooPd  with  reeds,  but  bia2;ing  now  with  gold- 
Ev'n  then  her  aweful  fandit}'  appeared;  469 

The  iV/ains  the  local  m^ajefiy  rever'd. 
All  pale  with  facred  horror,  they  furvey'd 
The  fjlemn  mountain  and  the  reverend  fhade. 
Seme  god,  the  monarch  faid,  fome  latent  god 
Dwells  in  that  gloom,  and  haunts  the  frowning  wood. 465 
Oft  our  Arcadians  deern,  their  wondering  eyes 
Have  feen  great  Jove,  dread  fovereign  of  the  Ikies ; 
Pligh  o'er  their  heads,  the  god  his  a^gis  held. 
And  blacken'd  heaven  wiili  clouds,  and  fhook  th'  im- 
mortal fiiield  ! 
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In  ruins  there,  two  mighty  towns,  behold,  470 

Rais'd  by  our  fires;  huge  monuments  of  old! 
Janus'  and  Saturn's  name  they  proudly  bore. 
Their  two  great  founders !  —  but  are  now  no  more ! 

Thus  they  converil  on  works  of  ancient  fame. 
Till  to  the  monarch's  humble  courts  they  came;      475 
There  oxen  ilalk'd,  where  palaces  are  rais'd. 
And  bellowing  herds  in  the  proud  Forum  graz'd. 
Lo  !  faid  the  good  old  king,  this  poor  abode 
Receiv"d  g.eat  Hercules,  the  victor  god  I 
Thou  too,  as  nobly,  raife  thy  foul  above  480 

All  pomps,  and  emulate  the  feed  of  Jove. 
With  that  the  hero's  hands  the  monarch  pre  ft. 
And  to  the  manfion  led  his  godlike  guefl. 
There  on  a  bear's  rough  fpoiis  his  limbs  he  laid. 
And  fwelling  foliage  heap'd  the  homely  bed.  485 

Now  awefui  night  her  folemn  darknefs  brings. 
And  ftretches  o'er  the  world  her  dufky  wings ; 
When  Venus,   (trembling  at  the  dire  akiims 
Cf  hoftile  Latium,  and  her  fons  in  arms,) 
In  thofe  ilill  mom.ents,  thus  to  Vulcan  faid,  490 

Reclin'd  and  leaning  on  the  golden  bed ; 
(Her  thrilling  words  her  melting  confort  move. 
And  every  accent  fans  the  flames  of  love ;) 

V/hen  cruel  Greece  and  unrelenting  fate 
Confpir'd  to  fmk  in  dull  the  Trojan  ftate,  49^ 

As  Ilion's  doom  was  feal'd,  I  ne'er  implor'd. 
In  thofe  long  wars,  the  labours  of  my  lord  ; 
Nor  urg'd  my  dear,  dear  confort  to  impart. 
For  a  loft  empire,  his  immortal  art; 

N  4  Though 
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Though  Priam's  royal  offspring  claim 'd  rny  care,     59? 

Though  much  1  {"orrow'd  for  my  godlike  heir. 

Now  as  the  chief,  by  Jove's  fupreme  command. 

Has  reach'd  at  length  the  deltin'd  Latian  la'.d  ; 

To  thee,  my  guardian  pow'r,  for  aid  1  run; 

A  goddefs  begs ;  a  mother  for  her  fon.  505 

Oh  !  guard  the  hero  from  thefe  dire  alarms. 

Forge,  for  the  chief,  impenetrable  arms. 

See,  what  proud  cities  every  hand  employ. 

To  arm  new  hoih  againft  the  fons  of  Troy  ; 

On  me  and  all  my  people,  from  afar  51Q 

See  what  affembled  nations  pour  to  war ! 

Yet  not  in  vain  her  forrows  Thetis  fhed. 

Nor  the  fair  partner  of  Tithonus'  bed. 

When  they  implor'd  my  lord  of  old  to  grace 

With  arms  inimortal  an  inferior  race.  5  1 5 

Plear  then,  nor  let  thy  queen  in  vain  implore 

The  gift,  thofe  goddefies  obtain'd  before. 

This  faid;  her  arm:^  that  match  the  winter  fnows. 
Around  lier  unrefolving  lord  Ihe  throws ; 
When  io  !  more  rapid  than  the  lightning  flies,         520 
That  gilds  with  momentary  bearns  tlie  lldes. 
The  thrilling  flames  of  love,  v\'ithout  control, 
Fltw  through  the  footy  god,  and  iir'd  his  foul. 
With  confcious  joy  her  conqueil;  flie  defcry'd  ; 
When,  by  her  charms  fubdu'd,  her  lord  reply'd :    525 

Why  all  thefe  reafons  urg'd,  my  niind  tp  move ; 
When  fuch  your  beautie.>,  and  fo  f  erce  my  love ! 
Long  fmce,  at  your  rcqueil,  my  ready  care, 
bi  Trov's  fam'd  fidds,  ha^^  ann'd  vour  fon  for  war. 

'Noc 
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Nor  did  the  high  decrees  of  Jove  and  fate  530 

Doom  to  fo  fuift  a  fall  the  Dardan  flate ; 

But,  ten  years  more,  old  Priam  might  enjoy 

Th'  imperial  fcepter,  and  the  throne  of  Troy. 

Yet,  if  our  queen  is  bent  the  war  to  wage. 

Her  facred  caufe  fhall  all  our  art  engage.  53- 

The  nobleft  arms  our  potent  /kill  can  frame. 

With  breathing  bellows  or  the  forming  flame. 

Or  polilh'd  fteel,  refulgent  to  behold. 

Or  mingled  metals,  dam-aftc'd  o'er  with  gold. 

Shall  grace  the  chief:  thy  anxious  fears  give  o'er,  540 

And  doubt  thy  interell  in  my  love  no  more. 

He  fpoke ;  and,  iir'd  with  tranipoit  by  her  charms, 
Clafp'd  the  fair  gcddefs  in  his  eager  arms ; 
Then  pleas 'd,  and  panting  on  lier  bofom  lay. 
Sunk  in  repcfe,  and  all  diffolv'd  away  I  5^5 

But  rofe  refrefh'd,  impatient  from  the  bed. 
When  half  the  filent  hours  of  night  were  fled  : 
What  time  the  poor  laborious  frugal  dame. 
Who  plies  the  diftafF,  iHrs  the  dying  flame ; 
Employs  her  liandmaids  by  the  winking  light,  550 

And  leng-thens  out  their  tafki  with  half  the  niorht ; 
Thus  to  her  children  fne  divides  the  bread. 
And  guards  the  honours  of  her  homely  bed : 
So  to  his  taf^:,  before  the  dawn,  retires 
From,  foft  repofe  the  father  of  the  fires.  5^5 

Amid  th'  Hefperian  and  Sicilian  flood 
All  black  with  fmoke,  a  rocky  ifland  flood, 
The  dark  Vulcanian  lane,  t:ie  re^^ic!!  of  the  god. 
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Here  the  grim  cyclops  ply,  in  vaults  profound. 

The  huge  ^oUan  forge,  that  thunders  round.         ^So 

Th'  eternal  anvils  ring,  the  dungeon  o'er ; 

From  fide  to  fide  the  fiery  caverns  roar. 

Loud  groans  the  maj^.  beneath  their  ponderous  blows; 

Fierce  burns  the  flame,  and  the  full  furnace  glows. 

To  this  dark  region,  from  the  bright  abode,  565 

With  fpeed  impetuous  flew  the  fiery  god. 

Th'  alternate  blows  the  brawny  brethren  deal; 

Thick  bnrll:  the  fparkles  from  the  tortur'd  fteel. 

Huge  fl:rokes,  rough  Steropes  and  Brontes  gave. 

And  ftrong  Pyracmon  Ihook  the  gloomy  cave.         570 

Before  their  fovereign  came,  the  cyclops  ftrove 

With  eager  fpeed,  to  forge  a  bolt  for  jove. 

Such  as  by  heaven's  almighty  lord  are  hurl'd. 

All  charg'd  with  vengeance,  on  a  guilty  world. 

Beneath  their  hands,  tremendous  to  furvey  !  575 

Half  rough,  half  form'd,  the  dreadful  engine  lay  : 

Three  points  of  rain  ;  three  forks  of  hail  confpire; 

Three  arm'd  with  wind ;  and  three  were  barb'd  with  fire. 

The  mafs  they  temper'd  thick  with  livid  rays. 

Fear,  wrath  and  terror,  and  the  liglitning's  blaze.  580 

V/ith  equal  fpeed,  a  feeond  train  prepare 

The  rapid  chariot  for  the  god  of  war ; 

The  thund'ring  wheels  and  axles,  that  excite 

The  madding  nations  to  the  rage  of  fight. 

Some,  in  a  fringe,  the  burmin^d  ferpents  roll'd       585 

Round  the  dread  segis,  bright  with  fcales  of  gold; 

The  horrid  asgis,  great  Minerva's  fhield. 

When,  in  her  >vrath,  ilie  takes  the  faial  iicldj 

AH 
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All  charged  with  curling  fnakes  the  bofs  they  raib'd. 
And  the  grim  Gorgon's  head  tremendous  blaz'd.     590 
In  agonizing  pains  the  moniler  frown'd. 
And  roli'd,  in  death,  her  fiery  eyes  around. 

Throw,  throw  your  talks  afide,  the  fbvereign  faid  ; 
Arms  for  a  godlike  hero  mult  be  made. 
Fly  to  the  work  before  the  dawn  of  day  ;  595 

Your  fpeed,  your  ftrength,  and  all  your  fkill  difplay  ! 

Swift  as  the  word,   (his  orders  to  purfue) 
To  the  black  labours  of  the  forge  they  flew  ; 
Vaft  heaps  of  fteel  in  the  dtep  fui-nace  roll'd. 
And  bubbling  llreams  of  brafs,  and  noods  of  melted  gold. 

The  brethren  firil:  a  glorious  fnield  prepare,  60 1 

Capacious  cf  the  whole  Rutulian  war, 
Some,  orb  in  orb,  the  blazing  buckler  frame  ; 
Some  with  huge  bellows  roufe  the  roarif^g  flame : 
3ome  in  the  ftream  the  hiillng  metals  d.own'd  j  605 
From  vault  to  vault  the  thund'ring  itrokes  reboui 
And  the  deep  caves  rebellow  to  the  found. 
Exaft  in  time  each  ponderous  hammer  plays ; 
In  time  their  arms  the  giant  brethren  raife. 
And  turn  the  glowing  mafs  a  ihoufand  w?.ys.       6: 

Thefe  cares  employ  the  father  of  the  Eres ; 
Mean  time  Evander  from  his  couch  retires, 
Call'd  by  the  purple  beams  cf  morn  away. 
And  tuneful  birds,  that  hail'd  the  dawning  day, 
Firft  the  warm  tunic  round  his  limbs  he  tlirew  ;        615 
Next  on  iiis  feet  the  fnining  fandals  drew. 
Around  his  Ihoulders  flow'd  the  panther's  hide. 
And  the  bright  fword  hung  glitterirg  at  his  fde. 

TvvQ 
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Two  mighty  dogs,  domeftic  at  his  board, 

(A  faithful  guard)  attend  their  aged  lord.  620 

The  promis'd  aid  revolving  in  his  breaft. 

The  careful  monarch  fought  his  godlike  gueft. 

Who  with  Achates  rofe  at  dav/n  of  day. 

And  join'd  the  king  and  Pallas  on  the  way. 

Their  friendly  hands  exchang'd,  their  feats  they  took 

Amid  the  hall ;  and  firft  Evander  fpoke  ;  626 

Great  prince,  the  guardian  of  the  Trojan  ftate  ! 
Who,  fafe  in  thee,  defies  the  frowns  of  fate  ; 
Small  is  our  force,  and  {lender  our  relief; 
Far,  far  unworthy  fuch  a  glorious  chief.  630 

For  here,  old  Tyber  bounds  our  lands;  and  there 
The  Hern  Rutulians  gird  our  v/alls  with  war ; 
Yet  to  our  court  kind  fortune  led  thy  way  ; 
And  mighty  aids  the  willing  Fates  difplay  ; 
By  me  whole  nations,  in  thy  caufe  ally'd,  635 

Whole  horts  iu  arms  Ihall  gather  to  thy  fide. 
For  near  thcfe  walls,  amid  the  Tufcan  lands. 
Seated  on  rocks,  proud  Agyllina  ftands. 
Rais'd  by  the  Lydian  train,  fublime  in  air, 
A  martial  race,  and  terrible  in  v/ar,  64® 

For  ages  flouriih'd  this  diftinguifh'd  town  ; 
Vaft  was  her  wealth,  and  glorious  her  renown; 
Till  ilern  Mezentius  made  her  fon5  obey 
His  lawlefs  arms,  and  arbitrary  f.vay. 
What  tongue  can  fuch  barbarities  record,  6415 

Or  count  the  {laughters  of  his  ruthlefs  fword  ? 
Give  him,  ye  gods  !  if  juilice  you  regard. 
Give  hir%,  and  all  liis  race,  the  due  re.vard ! 

'T\ya§ 
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'Tvvas  not  enough,  the  good,  the  guiltlefs  bled ; 

Still  worfe  ;  he  bound  the  living  to  the  dead.  630 

Thefe,  limb  to  limb,  and  face  to  face  he  join'd, 

(Oh  !  monibous  crime  of  unexampled  kind  !) 

Till  choak'd  with  ftench  the  ling'ring  wretches  lay. 

And  in  the  loath 'd  embraces  dy'd  away. 

At  length,  their  patience  tir'd,  his  fubjeds  rofe,      655 

Befiege  the  tyrant,  and  his  walls  inclofe. 

Subdue  his  guards,  deflroy  his  friends,  and  aim 

Full  at  the  regal  towers  the  vengeful  flame  ; 

While  for  defence  to  Turnus  he  withdrew. 

And  fafe,  through  all  the  cloud  of  Daughter,  flew.  660 

But  arm'd  by  juit  revenge,  the  Tufcan  band 

To  death  the  royal  fugitive  demand. 

At  once  Etruria  fires  her  martial  train. 

And  all  her  fons  embattled  fpread  the  plain. 

By  me  difpos'd,  fnall  march  thefe  mighty  hofls        665 

Beneath  thy  conduft,  from  their  native  coafts. 

For  now,  ev'n  now  their  fleets  have  reach'd  the  land. 

And  the  tall  fhips  are  rang'd  along  the  ilrand ; 

They  wait  the  fignal,  for  the  light  prepare  ; 

But  thus  a  fage  retards  the  moving  war ;  670 

"^  Ye  chcf^n  martial  train,  the  glorious  grace 

"  And  flower  of  all  our  old  Ma^onian  race. 

"  Though,  by  jufl  rage  infpir'd,  your  hoirs  are  led 

*'  To  pour  full  vengeance  on  your  tyrants'  head, 

"  No  Latian  chief  thefe  armies  mufl  command;      675 

**  Chafe  fome  brave  general  from  a  foreign  land." 

With  that,  their  forces  Hop'd  in  thefe  abodes. 
Struck  with  this  aweful  warning  of  the  gcds. 

To 
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To  me,  their  chief  bold  Tarchon  fent,  beforei 

The  crown,  and  every  type  of  regal  povv'r;  62^^ 

Me  they  requcil  to  lead  their  armies  on, 

Accept  the  fvvay,  and  fill  the  vacant  throne. 

But  for  thefe  filver  hairs  'tis  far  too  late 

To  mix  in  battles,  or  the  cares  of  ilate ; 

Vain  were  the  thoughts,  fo  great  a  war  to  wdge;    68^ 

Too  rough  the  ta(k  for  unperforming  age ; 

My  fon  had.  led  them,  but  his  race  withftood ; 

Born  half  a  native  by  the  mother's  blood. 

But  thou,  great  prince,  whofe  years  and  godlike  line 

Stand  well  approv'd  by  every  pow'r  divme>  6go 

Go  thou  ;  the  high  imperial  talk  fuftain  ; 

Go  ;  to  fure  conqueft  lead  the  vengeful  train  : 

y\nd  1st  my  Pallas  by  thy  iide  engage, 

Pailas,  the  joy  of  my  declining  age. 

Beneath  fo  great  a  mafter's  forming  care,  695 

Let  the  dear  youth  learn  every  work  of  war ; 

In  every  field  thy  matchlefs  toils  admire. 

And  emulate  thy  deeds,  and  catch  the  glorious  fire ! 

Beneath  his  Handard  rang'd,  a  chofen  force 

I  fend,  two  hundred  brave  Arcadian  horfe  ;  700 

And,  to  fupport  the  gathering  war,  my  fon 

Shall  lead  an  equal  fquadron  of  his  ov/n. 

He  faid ;  the  prince  and  friend,  in  cares  profound. 
Long  fixt  their  eyes  with  anguifh  on  the  ground. 
Sad,  and  dejefled  at  the  fhort  fupply;  705 

Till  Venus  gave  a  fignal  from  the  ficy ; 
Swift  from  the  opening  heavens,  with  avveful  found, 
A  fudden  Iphndor  broke,  and  blaz'd  around. 

A  rol^ 
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A  rolling  general  din  they  heard  from  far  j 

And  the  load  Tyrrhene  trumpets  rend  the  air.  710 

While  thus,  amaz'd,  they  gaze  with  wondering  eyes. 

Peal  after  peal  runs  rattling  round  the  ikies. 

At  laft  bright  clalhing  arms  the  train  behold. 

That  flufh  the  fKies,  and  fringe  the  clouds  with  gold. 

But  foon  JEnea.s  knew  the  load  alarms,  71  j 

The  promised  prefent  of  immortal  arms. 

To  me  alone,  my  royal  friend,  he  cries. 

This  fign  belongs,  an  omen  from  the  fides. 

My  mother  promis'd  thefe  portents  in  air, 

On  the  firil  opening  of  the  wafteful  war;  72a 

To  me  file  brings,  through  yon  ethereal  road, 

Thofe  glorious  arms,  the  labour  of  a  god  ! 

Oh  !  what  a  gathering  ftorm  of  fiaughter  fpreads 

On  yonder  holts,  and  blackens  o'er  their  heads  1 

How  fhalt  thou,  Tumus,  my  full  rage  deplore  1      72^ 

How  fiiall  thy  waves,  old  Tyber,  fmoke  with  gore. 

When  all  t;iy  ftreams,  incumber'd  with  the  flain, 

Pvoil  lliields,  and  helms,  and  heroes  to  the  main  ! 

Now  let  the  perjur'd  train  theii-  arms  prepare ; 

Since  'tis  their  wiih,  I'll  give  a  loofe  to  war  !  730 

He  faid ;  and  from  the  lylvan  throne  retires ; 
Then  on  Alcides'  altar  w^akes  the  hres. 
GkiJ  he  returns,  the  offering  to  renew. 
And  to  the  houlhuid  gods  the  vicUms  flew. 
To  the  fame  rites  return,  v%ith  equal  joy,  735 

The  hoary  monarch  and  the  youtlis  of  Troy. 
Then  to  the  fliips  he  bends  his  courfe  again. 
There  culls  the  flower  of  all  the  warrior  train. 

To 
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To  wTiit  him  to  the  field ;  the  reft  he  fends 

With  the  glad  tidings  to  his  fon  and  friends.  7^3 

Smooth  o'er  the  waves  the  painted  velTels  glide. 

And  with  the  ftream  move  gently  down  the  tide. 

Steeds  are  prepar'd  to  mount  the  Trojan  train. 

And  fpeed  their  progrefs  to  the  Tufean  plain. 

But  to  their  prince  a  courfer  uas  aflign'd,  745 

Of  matchlefs  fpirit  and  fuperior  kind. 

The  bounding  fleed  a  lion'.'j  fpoils  infold. 

With  paws  dependent,  fheath'd  in  fhining  gold. 

Strait  through  the  city  flies  the  loud  report 
Of  troops  advancing  to  the  Tufean  court.  750 

The  fhrieking  matrons  weary  heav'n  with  prav'r; 
Near  and  more  near  they  view,  in  wild  defpair. 
The  horrid  image  of  gigantic  war. 
The  good  old  monarch  then  embrac'd  his  fon. 
And  v/ith  a  flood  of  tender  tears  begun  :  755 

Oh  !  would  almighty  Jove  once  more  renew 
That  vigorous  firength  of  youth,  which  once  I  knew ; 
When,  by  this  hand,  beneath  her  rocky  wall, 
Prsnelle  faw  her  vanquifli'd  armies  fall ; 
When,  viflor  of  the  field,  and  crown'd  with  fame,  760 
With  piles  of  hollile  fliields,  I  fed  the  flame. 
And  fent  great  Herilus,  of  matchlefs  might. 
Their  martial  monarch,  to  the  fliades  of  night; 
On  whom,  defcended  from  celelHal  blood, 
T'lree  lives  his  goddefs  *  mother  had  beftowM.        765 
Wond'rous  to  tell !   the  warrior  thrice  was  flain. 
As  oft  revi^'d,  and  arm'd,  and  fought  again. 

*  Fcionia. 

Thrice, 
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Thrice,  though  renew'd  for  fight,  the  monarch  bled. 

And  thrice,  of  all  his  arms  I  llripp'd  the  dead. 

S»ch  were  I  novv-^not  all  thefe  dire  alarms,  770 

Dangers,  or  deaths,  fhould  tear  me  from  thy  arms  : 

Nor  had  Mezentius  thus  his  flaughters  fpread. 

Thus  heap'd  with  wrongs  thy  father's  aged  head ; 

Nor  thus  uapunilTi'd  ftretch'd  his  rage  abhorr'd 

O'er  towns,  difpeopled  by  liis  walleful  fwo'-d.  775 

But  hear,  ye  gods  !  and  heaven's  great  ruler,  hear. 

With  due  regard,  a  king's  and  father's  pray'r  I 

My  dear,  dear  Pallas,  if  the  Fates  ordain 

Safe  to  return,  and  blefs  thefe  eyes  again  : 

With  agei  paiuj  ficknefs,  this  one  blefling  give  ;    780 

On  this  condition  1 11  endure  to  live. 

But  oh  !  if  fortune  has  decreed  his  doom. 

Now,  now,  by  death,  prevent  my  woes  to  come  ; 

Now,  while  my  hopes  and  fears  uncertain  flow  ; 

Now,  ere  Ihe  lifts  her  hand  to  ftrike  the  blow  ;        785 

While  in  thefe  feeble  arriis  I  ftrain  the  boy> 

My  fole  delight,  my  lafl  furviving  joy  ! 

Ere  the  fad  news  of  his  untirtiely  doom 

Muil  bow  this  hoary  head  with  forrow  to  the  tomb  ! 

With  thefe  laft  v/ords  he  fwoon'd,  and  funk  awav  ;  790 

His  fervants  to  the  couch  their  breathlefs  lord  convey. 

Now  through  the  opening  gates  the  warriors  ride, 
^neas  firfl.  Achates  by  his  fide. 
The  Trojan  chiefs  fucceed  :  amid  the  train 
Young  Pallas  towers,  confpicuous  o'er  the  plain.      795 
All  bright  his  military  purple  flow'd ; 
His  polifh'd  arms  with  golden/plendors  glow'd. 

Vol.  Llli.  6  "  So, 
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So,  bath'd  In  ocearij,  with  a  vivid  ray 

Flames  the  refulgent  ftar  that  leads  the  day  : 

Wide  through  the  fky>  before  the  facred  light         800 

Break,  and  difperfe  the  fcattering  fhades  of  night. 

High  on  the  battlements  the  mothers  Hand, 

And,  from  the  towers,  furvey  the  martial  band. 

Through  the  thick  woods,  embody'd  in  array. 

The  glittering  fquadrons  take  the  neareft  way.         805 

Loud  ihouts  arife  ;  the  thundering  courfers  bound 

Through  clouds  of  dull,  and  paw  the  trembling  ground, 

A  mighty  grove,  rever'd  for  ages  ftood 

Where  Cs^re  views  v.'ith  pride  her  rolling  flood : 

Hills  chd  with  fir,  to  guard  the  hallow'd  bound>     810 

Rofe  in  the  majefcy  of  darknefs  round. 

In  times  of  old,  the  pious  Argive  traini 

The  firft  poiTefTors  of  the  Latian  plain. 

To  the  great  *  guardian  of  the- fields,  had  made         -% 

For  ever  facred  the  devoted  fhade,-  ^  ^  5  f 

And,  on  his  folemn  day,  their  annual  oiFerings  paid.  3 

Not  far  from  hence  the  Tufcan  hoft  difpread 

Their  mighty  camp,  with  Tarchon  at  their  head. 

From  the  tall  towering  point  in  fall  furvey, 

Stretch'd  o'er  the  vale,  th'  embattled  army  lay.      820 

Hither  ^neas,  with  his  band,  fucceeds ; 

The  train  rcfrefn'd  releafe  the  panting  fteeds. 

Meantime  his  beauteous  mother,  from  on  high, 
Had  brought  the  blazing  prefent  down  the  fky. 
By  the  cool  Hream  the  hero  ihe  furvey'd  82^ 

Within  the  winding  vale,  and  thus  Ihe  faid  : 

^flk  Sylva::us. 

Behold 
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Behold  the  promis'd  arms;  in  every  part 
By  \^ulcan  labour'd  with  immortal  art. 
Now  dare  thy  ibes,  collefled  in  thy  miglit. 
Now  call  the  haughty  Turnus  to  the  fight.  830 

Then  the  fair  queen  her  joyful  fon  embrac'd. 
And  by  an  oak,  the  radiant  burthen  plac'd. 
The  wondering  chief  with  fudden  rapture  glow'd, 
Stjjpck  with  the  glorious  labours  of  the  god. 
Aftoniih'd  at  the  blazing  arms  he  ftands,  835 

And,  one  by  one,  he  poi^'d  'em  in  his  hands. 
The  fword,  with  death  all  pointed,  he  admires. 
And  the  proud  helm,  that  ihcots  a  length  of  nres. 
The  mighty  corilet  cafl  a  \ivid  ray  ; 
Vv'ith  fcales  of  brafs  and  fanguine  colours  gay  ;         84© 
And,  like  a  flaming  cloud,  refulgent  flione, 
Pierc'd  with  the  glancing  glories  of  the  fun. 
The  polifh'd  greaves  his  manly  thighs  infold> 
V^^ith  mingled  metals  wrought  and  dudile  geld. . 
V/ith  joy  the  weighty  fpear  the  prince  beheld;         845 
But  moil  admir'd  the  huge  myilerious  fnield  ; 
For  there  had  Vulcan,  P^'ilVd  in  times  to  come, 
Difplay'd  the  triumphs  of  immortal  Rome  ; 
There  all  the  Julian  line  the  god  had  wrought. 
And  charg'd  the  gold  with  battles  yet  unfought.      850 
Here  in  a  verdant  cave's  embcw'nng  fhade. 
The  follering  wolf  and  martial  *  twins  were  laid; 
Th'  indulgent  mother,  half  reclin'd  along,  "i 

While  at  her  dugs  the  fportlve  infants  hung,        854  > 
Look'd  fondly  back,  and  form'd  'em  wich  her  tongue.  3 

*  Romulus  and  Remus. 

O  z  Next 
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Next  Rome  appear'd  ;  here  fhriek  the  Sabine  dames, 

Surpris'd,  and  ravifh'd  at  her  folemn  games. 

In  arms  the  Cures  with  their  king  appear. 

And  wage  with  infant  Rome  a  fudden  war. 

At  length  agreed,  from  light  the  monarchs  ceafe,   86© 

And  at  the  Ihrine  of  Jove,  conclude  the  peace. 

Each  king  befide  the  bleeding  viftim  Hands, 

With  lifted  eyes,  a  goblet  in  his  hands. 

Here  the  mad  courfers  flew  the  foreft  o'er. 

And,  limb  from  limb,  the  perjur'd  Metius  tore.      865 

As  vengeful  Tullus  drags  him  through  the  wood. 

The  fculptur'd  trees  are  all  bedrop'd  with  blood. 

Here  proud  Porfenna,  with  his  martial  train. 
Bids  Rome  receive  her  banifli'd  king  again. 
Her  noble  fons,  furrounded  with  alarms,  870 

Fly,  in  the  caufe  of  liberty,  to  arms. 
While  glorious  Codes  all  his  hoft  withftood. 
And  Claelia  broke  her  chains,  and  fwam  the  flood. 
With  furious  looks,  tremendous  to  behold. 
The  raging  monarch  frown'd,  and  fl:orm'd  in  gold.  875 

There,  for  the  Capitol,  brave  Manlius  ftrove. 
Fought  like  a  god,  and  look'd  a  fecond  Jove. 
There  Hood  thy  palace,  Romulus,  (decreed 
The  feat  of  empire)  roof'd  with  homely  reed. 
Here  fled  the  filver  goofe  through  courts  of  gold,    880 
And,  cackling  loud,  th'  approaching  Gauls  foretold. 
Through  the  thick  foreft  m.ove  the  hoftile  pow'rs. 
And,  favour'd  by  the  night,  invade  the  tow'rs. 
fair  golden  treflTes  grace  the  comely  train. 
And  every  warrior  wears  a  golden  chain.  885 

Em- 
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Embroider'd  vefls  their  fnowy  limbs  infold ; 

And  their  rich  robes  are  all  adorn'd  with  gold. 

Two  Alpine  fpears  with  martial  pride  they  wield. 

And  guard  their  bodies  with  an  ample  fhield. 

The  Salii  next  in  folemn  garbs  advance ;  890 

And  naked  here  the  mad  Luperci  dance. 

The  pledge  of  future  empire  from  the  Iky, 

The  faCred  targe  flrikes  dazzling  on  the  eye. 

In  ftately  cars  the  pious  matrons  rode. 

Who  fav'd  their  country,  and  appeas'd  the  god,      895 

Far  hence  remov'd,  appear  the  realms  below,     . 
The  horrid  manfions  of  eternal  woe ; 
Where  howl  the  damn'd ;  where  Catiline  in  chains 
Roars  from  the  dark  abyfs,  in  endlefs  pains ; 
Sees  the  grim  furies  all  around  him  fpread,  900 

And  the  black  rock  IVJI  trembling  o'er  his  head. 
But  in  a  feparate  fpace  the  jull  remain ; 
And  aweful  Cato  rules  the  godlike  train. 

Full  in  the  midft,  majeftically  roll'd 
The  folemn  ocean  wrought  in  figur'd  gold :  905 

But  hoary  waves  curl  high  on  every  fide. 
And  filver  dolphins  cut  the  fable  tide. 

Amid  the  flood,  two  navies  rofe  to  fight 
With  beaks  of  brafs;  th'  immortal  Adian  fight! 
All  charg'd  with  war  the  boiling  billows  roll'd,        910 
And  the  vaft  ocean  flam'd  vAth  arms  of  sroM. 

o 

Here  leads  divine  Auguilus,  through  the  floods 
The  fons  of  Rome,  her  fathers  and  her  gods  : 
From  his  high  flern  the  martial  fcene  furveys,  914. 

"yVhile  ilreaming  fplendors  round  his  temples  blaze ; 
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His  fparkling  eyes  a  keener  glory  Jhed, 

Than  his  great  father's  liar,  that  glitters  o'er  his  head. 

Next,  with  kind  gales,  the  care  of  every  god, 
Agrippa  leads  his  fquadron  through  the  flood. 
A  naval  crown  adorns  the  warrior's  brows,  gzo 

And  fierce  he  pours  amid  th'  embattled  foes. 

There  bri\-!gs  proud  Antony  his  various  bands. 
From  diltant  nations,  and  from  barbarous  lands. 
Difpeoplcd  Egypt  fills  the  wat'ry  plain. 
And  the  whole  Eailern  world  o'erfpreads  the  main.  925 
But  O; — the  curfe  of  Rome,  the  fliame  of  war. 
His  *  Pharian  confort  follows  in  the  rear  1 

Ru(h  the  fierce  fleets  to  fight !  beneath  their  oars 
And  clafliing  beaks,  the  foaming  ocean  roars  ! 
All  big  with  war  the  floating  callles  ride,  930 

In  bulk  enormous,  o'er  the  yielding  tide  ; 
The  frothy  furge  like  moving  mountains  fweep. 
Or  illes  uprooted,  rolling  round  the  deep. 
Spears,  darts  and  flames  fly  furious  o'er  the  main; 
The  fields  of  Neptune  take  a  crimfon  flain.  g^^ 

The  beauteous  queen,  amidft  the  dire  alarms. 
With  her  k"*ud  timbrels  calls  her  hofts  to  arms. 
Flics  to  the  fight,  nor  fees  the  fnakes,  that  wait 
And  hifs  behind,  dread  minifters  of  fate  ! 
Againll'  great  Neptune,  in  his  flrength  array'd,      940 
And  beauteous  Venus,  and  the  blue-ey'd  maid. 
Engage  the  dog  Anubis,  on  the  floods. 
And  the  lewd  herd  cf  Egypt's  moniier  gods, 

*  Ciecparra. 
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In  polifh'd  fteel,  confpicuous  from  afar. 
Amid  the  tumult  itorms  the  god  of  war.  945 

Her  robes  all  rent,  with  many  an  ample  ftrlde. 
Grim  Difcord  ILilk'd,  triumphant  o'er  the  tide. 
Next,  with  her  bloody  fcourge  Bellona  flies. 
And  leads,  in  fatal  pomp,  the  furies  of  the  fkies. 
.  Mean  time,  enthron'd  on  Afllum's  towering  height. 
The  god  of  day  furveys  the  raging  fight,  95 1 

And  bends  his  twanging  bow.     With  fudden  dread. 
At  the  dire  fignal,  all  Arabia  fled : 
At  once  retire,  in  wild  confafion  hurl'd, 
Egypt,  and  all  th'  affembled  Eafiern  world.  955 

Amid  the  llaughters  of  the  fight  was  feen. 
Pale  with  the  fears  of  death,  the  Pharian  queen; 
Aghaft,  fne  calls  the  kind  propidous  gales 
To  fpeed  her  flight ;  and  fpreads  her  fillcen  fails. 
The  god  difplay'd  her  fi^^ure,  full  in  view,  960 

As  o'er  the  floods  with  weflern  winds  (he  flew. 
While  funk  in  grief,  the  mighty  Nile  bemoans 
The  fliame  and  flaughter  of  his  vanquifh'd  fons. 
Hefaw  the  rout;  his  mantle  he  unroll'd. 
Spread  forth  his  robes,  and  open'd  every  fold,         965 
Expanded  v\dde  his  arms,  with  timely  care. 
And  in  his  kind  embrace  receiv'd  the  flying  war. 

Now  moves  great  Csfar  (all  his  foes  o'ercome,) 
Vv''ith  three  proud  triumphs  through  imperial  Rome; 
And  pays  immortal  honours  to  the  fkies :  970 

Behold  at  once  three  hundred  temples  rife  ! 
The  ftreets  refound  with  ihouts  and  folemn  games; 
And  to  the  temples  throng  the  Roman  dames 
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With  ardent  pray'rs  :  high  altars  rife  around ; 

And  with  the  blood  of  vi^iilims  fmokes  the  ground,    gj^ 

He  fits  enthron'd  in  PhcEbus'  Pariaa  fane  ; 

In  ranks  before  him  pafs  the  vanquiih'd  train. 

While  he  accepts  the  gifts  that  crown  his  toils. 

And  hangs  on  hig'i  the  confecrated  fpoils. 

Before  the  vifhor  move  the  mighty  throngs,  980 

With  different  habits  and  difcordant  tongues. 

Here  pafs,  dilHnguifli'd  by  the  god  of  fire. 

The  fons  of  Afric  in  their  loofe  attire ; 

The  Carians  march  ;  the  bold  Numidians  ride  ; 

The  Gelons  (hine  with  quivers  at  their  fide.  985 

Here  crowd  the  Daa^ ;  and  the  nations,  there. 

From  earth's  laft  ends  affembled  to  the  war. 

Here  with  dim'.nilh'd  pride  Euphrates  mourns ; 

There  the  maim'd  Rhine  bemoans  his  broken  horns : 

And  fierce  Araxes,  bridg'd  of  old  in  vain,  990 

Now  bends,  fubmiflive,  to  the  Roman  chain. 

Such  vvas  the  glorious  gift  in  every  part 
By  Vulcan  finifh'd  with  immortal  art  : 
(The  forms  unknown,  that  grac'd  its  ample  field ;) 
The  prince  with  joy  furveys  the  frory'd  fliield;        995 
Aloft  he  bears  the  triumphs  yet  to  come. 
The  fortunes  of  his  race,  the  fates  of  mighty  Rome. 


End  of  the  Eighth  Book. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Turnus  takes  advantage  of  ^neas*s  abfence,  attempts  to 
iire  his  fliips  (which  are  transformed  into  fea-nymphs) 
and  afTadts  his  camp.  The  IVojans,  reduced  to  the 
lait  extremities,  fend  Nifus  and  Euryalus  to  recal 
JEneaSf  which  furniihes  the  poet  with  that  admirable 
epifodeof  their  friend  fnip,  generofity,  and  conclufion 
of  their  adventures.  In  die  morning,  Turnus  pufhes 
the  fiege  with  vigour  ;  and,  hearing  that  the  Trojans 
had  opened  a  gate,  he  runs  thither,  and  breaks  into 
the  tovvn  with  the  enemies  he  purfues.  The  gates 
are  immediately  clofed  upon  him  ;  and  he  fights  his 
way  through  the  tovvn  to  the  river  Tyber.  He  is 
forced  at  iail:  to  leap,  armed  as  he  is,  into  the  river, 
and  fwims  to  his  camp. 
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npHUS  while  the  prince  collecls  auxiliar  hofls, 

■*'     And  leads  new  armies  from  the  Tufcan  coafls ; 
Difpatch'd  by  heav'n's  great  emprefs  from  the  ikies. 
The  goddefs  of  the  bow  to  Turnus  flies ; 
Where,  cover'd  with  the  fhade,  he  made  abode  5 

In  his  old  grand/ire's  confecrated  wood; 
There,  as  at  eafe  reclin'd  the  godlike  man. 
Her  rofy  lips  fhe  open'd,  and  be^an  : 

Turnus,  this  kind  aufp'cious  ho  jr  bellows 
What  fcarce  a  god  could  promife  to  thy  vov>s  :  iq 

For  lo  !   the  Trojan  chief  h^LS  parted  hence. 
And  for  new  faccours  courts  th'  Arcadian  prince. 
Thence  to  the  Tufcan  coafls  his  coarfs  he  bends. 
And  leaves  expos 'd  his  walls,  his  fleets,  and  friends. 
Now,  while  the  Lydians  in  his  caufe  unite,  l^ 

And  the  raw  p=afants  gather  to  the  fight; 
Call,  call  the  fiery  couifers,  and  the  car  ; 
Fly — fl:orm  his  camp — and  give  a  loofe  to  v/ar. 
This  faid  ;  with  levell'd  wings  {tie  mounts  on  high. 
And  cuts  a  glorious  rainbov/  in  the  ^y.  20 

He  knew  the  fair ;  his  llf:ed  hands  he  fpread, 
And  with  thefe  words  puriu'd  her  as  flie  fled : 

Bright 
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Bright  beauteous  goddefs  of  the  various  bow. 

What  pow'r  difpatch'd  thee  to  the  world  below  ? 

What  fplendors  open  to  my  dazzled  eyes  ! 

What  floods  of  glory  burft  from  all  the  ikies  ;  25 

And  lo  1  the  heav'ns  divine,  the  planets  roll ! 

Thick  ihine  the  ftars,  and  gild  the  glowing  pole  ! 

Caird  by  thefe  omens  to  the  field  of  blood, 

I  follow  to  the  war  the  great  infpiring  god  !  30 

Raptur'd  he  faid,  and  fought  the  Hmpid  tide. 
Where  gurgling  llreams  in  filver  currents  glide  ; 
There  cleans'd  his  hands,  then  railing  high  in  air. 
To  ev'ry  god  addreil  his  ardent  pray'r. 

And  now,  all  gay  and  glorious  to  behold,  35 

Rich  in  embroidcx-'d  veils,  and  arms  of  gold. 
On  fprightly  prancing  ileeds,  the  martial  train 
Spread  wide  their  ranks  o'er  ail  th'  embatded  plain. 
The  van  with  great  MelTapus  at  their  head; 
The  deep'ning  rear  the  fons  of  Tyrrheiis  led.  40 

Brave  Turnus  flames  in  arms,  fupremely  tall, 
Tow'rs  in  the  center,  and  outfliines  them  all. 
Silent  they  march  beneath  their  godhke  guide : 
So  mighty  Ganges  leads,  with  aweful  pride. 
In  fev'n  large  Ilrcams  his  fwelling  folemn  tide : 
So  Nile,  compos'd  within  his  banks  again. 
Moves  in  flow  pomp,  majeftic,  to  the  main. 

Troy  faw  from  far  the  black'ning  cloud  arife : 
Then  from  the  rampart's  height  Caicus  cries  : 
See,  fee,  my  friends,  yon  dufky  martial  train,  50 

Involv'd  in  clouds,  and  fweeping  o'er  the  plain. 
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To  arms — The  foes  advance — Your  fvvords  prepare; 
Fly— Mount  the  ramparts,  and  repel  the  war. 

With  fhouts  they  run ;  they  gather  at  the  call ; 
They  clofe  the  gates  ;  they  mount ;  they  guard  the  wall. 
For  (o  th'  experienc'd  prince  had  charged  the  hofl,    56 
When  late  he  parted  for  the  Tuican  coafl ; 
Whate'er  befel,  their  ardor  to  rellrain, 
Triilr  to  their  walls,  nor  tempt  the  open  plain. 
There,  tho'  with  fiiame  and  wrath  their  bofoms  glow,  60 
Shut  in  their  tow'rs,  they  wait  th*  embattled  foe. 
But  mighty  Turnus  rode  with  rapid  fpeed. 
And  furious  fpurr'd  his  dappled  Tliracian  ileed ; 
Eager  before  the  tardy  fquadrons  flew 
To  reach  the  wall ;  and  foon  appear'd  in  view  6^ 

(With  twice  ten  noble  warriors  clofe  behind)  ; 
His  crimfon  creft  ftream'd  dreadful  in  the  wind. 
Who  firft,  he  cry'd,  with  me  the  foe  will  dare  ? 
Then  hurl'd  a  dart,  the  fignal  of  the  war. 
Loud  fhout  his  train  ;  deep  wonder  feiz'd  them  all,  jo 
To  fee  the  Trojans  ikulk  behind  their  wall ; 
Safe  in  their  tow'rs  their  forces  they  beltow. 
Nor  take  the  field,  nor  meet  th'  approaching  foe. 

Now  furious  Turnus,  thundering  round  the  plain. 
Tries  every  poll  and  pafs,  but  tries  in  vain.  75 

As,  beat  by  tempefts,  and  by  famine  bold. 
The  prowling  wolf  attempts  the  nightly  fold ; 
Lodg'd  in  the  guarded  field  beneath  their  dams. 
Safe  from  the  favage,  bleat  the  tender  Iambs ; 
The  monfter  meditates  the  fleecy  brood  ;  80 

Now  howls  with  hunger,  and  now  thirfts  for  blood; 

Round 
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Roams  round  the  fences  that  the  prize  contain. 

And  madly  rages  at  the  flock  in  vain : 

Thus,  as  th'  embattled  tow'rs  the  chief  defcries. 

Rage  fires  his  foul,  and  flaflies  from  his  eyes :  85 

Nor  entrance  can  he  find,  nor  force  the  train 

From  the  clofe  trench  to  combat  on  the  plain. 

But  to  their  fleet  he  bends  his  furious  way. 

That,  cover'd  by  the  floods  and  ramparts,  lay 

Befide  the  camp— Ke  calls  for  burning  brands,  90 

And  rals'd  a  pine  all-flaming  in  his  hands. 

His  great  example  the  bold  troop  infpires  ; 

They  rob  the  hearths ;  they  hurl  the  milTive  fires ; 

The  black'ning  fmckcs  in  curling  volumes  rife. 

With  hov'ring  clouds  of  cinders,  to  the  ikies.  95 

O  fay,  ye  mufes,  what  celeflial  pow'r 
Preferv'd  the  navy  in  that  dreadful  hour. 
And  Hopp'd  the  progrcfs  of  the  furious  flame  ? 
The  tale  is  old,  yet  of  immortal  fame  1 

The  Trojan  chief,  prepar'd  to  flem  the  tide,        loa 
Had  built  his  fleet  beneath  the  hills  of  Ide ; 
When  thus  to  Jove,  in  heav'n's  fupreme  abodes. 
Spoke  the  majeftic  mother  of  the  gods  ; 
Hear,  and  our  firfl  requefl,  my  fon,  accord. 
The  firfl:,  fmce  heav'n  has  own'd  you  for  her  lord.    105 
To  our  great  name,  and  honour'd  by  our  love, 
On  lofty  Ida  tow'rs  a  {lately  grove ; 
Tail  firs  and  maples  there  for  years  have  flood. 
And  v/aving  pines>  a  venerable  wood  ! 
To  build  his  navy,  I  beflow  d  with  joy  1 1( 

The  haiiovv'd  foreit  on  the  chief  of  Troy. 
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Now  anxious  fears  difturb  my  foul  with  care  : 

But  thou,  my  fon,  indulge  a  mother's  pray'r : 

Bid  feas  and  tempeils  fpare  the  (hips  divine  ; 

Be  this  their  fafety,  that  they  once  were  mine.         115 

Thus  fhe — and  thus  replies  her  fon,  who  rolls 
The  golden  planets  round  the  fpangled  poles  : 
What  would  our  mother's  rafh  requeft  intend  ? 
To  turn  the  Fates  from  their  determin'd  end  ? 
How  !  an  immortal  Hate  would  you  demand  120 

For  vefTels  labour'd  by  a  mortal  hand  ? 
And  ihall  the  chief  in  certain  fafety  ride. 
O'er  rocks,  o'er  gulfs,  and  o'er  th'  uncertain  tide  ? 
A  pow'r  fo  high  we  never  yet  beftow'd  ; 
No — 'tis  a  pow'r  too  boundlefs  for  a  god  !  125 

But  this  we  grant — when,  all  his  labours  o'er. 
The  Trojan  prince  iliall  reach  the  Latian  (hore. 
Whatever  Ihips  the  friendly  ftrand  (hail  gain, 
Sav'd  from  the  ftorms,  and  the  devouring  main. 
Know,  we  will  take  the  mortal  form  from  thefe  ;     130 
Each  fliip  fnall  launch,  a  goddefs  of  the  feas  ; 
And  with  her  filler  Nereids  fliall  divide 
The  filver  waves,  and  bound  along  the  tide. 
This  faid  ;  the  lord  of  thunder  feal'd  the  vow 
By  his  dread  brother's  awefid  fo-eams  below  ;  135 

By  the  black  whirlpools  of  the  Stygian  flood ; 
Then  gave  the  fandlion  of  th'  imperial  nod ; 
The  heav'ns  all  fhook,  and  fled  before  the  god. 

Now  was  the  hour  arriv'd,  tli'  appointed  date, 
Fixt  by  the  high  eternal  laws  of  fate ;  140 

When 
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When  the  great  mother  of  the  thund'rer  came 
To  guard  her  facred  vefTtls  from  the  flame. 

Firft  from  the  glowing  orient  th.iy  defcry 
A  blazing  cloud  that  flretch'd  from  Iky  to  Iky; 
The  golden  fplendors  doubly  gild  the  day,  145 

And  high  in  air  the  tinklin|^  cymbals  play. 
At  lengthy  with  wonder,  and  religious  fear, 
A  deep  m:ijellic  voice  the  lilVning  nations  hear : 

Forbear,  forbear,  ye  fons  of  Troy,  nor  lend 
Your  needlefs  aid,  our  vefiels  to  defend.  150 

The  proud  Rutulian  ihall,  with  greater  eafe. 
Bum  to  their  beds  profound  the  wat'ry  feas ; 
Launch  you,  my  ihips ;  be  Nereids  of  the  floods ; 
So  wills  the  mighty  mother  of  the  gods ! 

Svi'ift  at  the  word,  the  facred  fhips  obey>  155 

From  their  loofe  anchors  break,  and  bound  away ; 
Like  fportive  dolphins  plunge  beneath  the  main. 
Then  (wondVousI)  rife  in  female  forms  again. 
So  many  nymphs  launch  fvviftly  from  the  fliore. 
As  rode  tall  gallies  in  the  port  before.  1 60 

The  fierce  Rutulians  fliook  with  wild  affright, 
Ev'n  brave  MeiLipus  trembled  at  the  fight 
Nor  coald  he  rule  his  fiieeds,  nor  check  their  rapid 
Old  murm'ring  Tyber  Ihrunk  with  fudden  dread, 
y\nd  to  his  fource  the  hoary  father  fled.  1 65 

All,  but  the  valiant  Daunian  hero,  fiiook, 
Who  rais'd  their  drooping  fouls,  while  thus  he  (poke  : 
Thefe  omens  threat  our  foes  (O  glorious  day')  : 
Lo  !  Jove  has  fiiatch'd  their  la!!  relief  away  I 
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Lo  !  from  our  dreaded  arms  their  ftiips  retire,         170 

And  vaniih  fvvift  before  our  vengeful  fire ; 

To  Troy,  imprifon'd  in  yon  narrow  coaft. 

The  wat'ry  half  of  all  the  globe  is  loil. 

Their  flight,  the  feas  and  holHle  armies  bar ; 

The  land  is  ours ;  and  Italy  from  fdv 

Pours  forth  her  fons,  by  nationsi  to  the  war. 

Her  favouring  oracles  let  Ilion  boail : 

On  Turnus  all  thofe  empty  vaunts  are  loft. 

To  'fcape  the  feas,  and  reach  the  Latian  land. 

Was  all,  their  fates  or  Venus  could  demand.  1 80 

My  fates  now  take  their  turn;  and  'tis  in  mine. 

For  my  loll:  fpoufe,  to  crufh  the  perjur'd  line. 

Like  brave  Atrides,  I'll  redeem  the  dam.e^ 

The  fame  my  caufe,  and  my  revenge  the  fame. 

Will  Troy  then  venture  on  a  rape  once  more,  1 85 

Who  paid  fo  dearly  for  the  crime  before  ? 

Sure  they  have  long  ago  the  tliought  declin'd> 

Forfworn  the  fex,  and  curit  the  colUy  kind  I 

Fools !  will  they  truit  yon  feeble  wall  and  gate. 

That  flight  partition  betwixt  them  and  fate,  1 90 

Who  not  long  flnce  beheld  their  Troy  renown'd. 

Their  god-built  Troy,  lie  fmoking  on  the  ground  ! 

Fly  then,  my  fiends,  and  let  us  force  the  foe ; 

Seize,  florm  the  camp,  and  lay  their  ramparts  low. 

Nor  want  we,  o'er  thefe  daftards  to  prevail,  1 95 

Arms  forg'd  by  Vulcan,  and  a  tlioufand  fail ; 

Though  to  fupport  their  defp'rate  caufe  fliould  join 

Arcadia's  fons  with  all  the  Tufcan  line : 

Vol.  Llil.  P  Nor 
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Nor  need  the  wretches  fear,  with  vain  affright. 

The  facred  thefts  or  murders  of  the  night.  20d 

A  robb'd  palladium,  and  an  ambufh'd  force 

Lodg'd  in  the  caverns  of  a  monftrous  horfe. 

A  conqueft  in  the  dark  my  foul  difclaims  ; 

No— let  us  gird  by  day  their  walls  with  flames. 

Soon  fliall  they  find  no  Argive  hofl  appears,  205 

Whom  He<5lor  baffled  ten  revolving  years. 

Now  go,  my  valiant  friends,  and  pafs  away 

In  due  repail  the  fmall  remains  of  day  : 

But  rife,  rife  early  with  the  dawning  light, 

Frefh  from  repofe,  and  vig'rous  for  the  fight.  2 1* 

Meantime  it  falls  to  great  Meflapus'  care. 
The  ramparts  to  furround  with  fire  and  war. 
Twice  fev'n  Rutulian  leaders  head  the  bands  ; 
An  hundred  fpears  each  valiant  chief  comm.ands  : 
Proudly  they  march,  in  gold  and  purple  gay,  2 1 5 

And  crimfon  creils  on  every  helmet  play. 
They  watch,  they  reft  by  turns ;  and,  ftrctch'd  fupine 
On  the  green  carpet,  quaff  the  gen'rous  wine. 
The  fires  gleam  round,  and  fhoot  a  ruddy  light ; 
In  plays  and  pleafures,  pafs  the  jovial  night.  220 

This  fcene  the  Trojans  from  their  trenches  view ; 
All  feiz'd  their  arms,  and  to  their  ramparts  flew  ; 
In  wild  affright  to  guard  the  gates  they  pour. 
Join  bridge  to  bridge  with  fpeed,  and  tow'r  to  towV. 
Thus  while  th'  endanger'd  bulwarks  they  maintain,  225 
Mneliheus  and  brave  Sereftus  iire  the  train. 
(The  prince  had  left  to  their  experienc'd  care. 
If  aught  befel,  the  condud  of  the  war.) 

Nov; 


VIRGIL'S  ;ENE  ID.    BOOK  IX.     sir 

Now  all  the  foldiers  to  their  ports  were  flown. 

And  in  their  turns,  fuccefnve,  guard  the  town.        230 

The  valiant  Nifus  took  his  lot,  to  wait 
Before  the  portal-,  and  defend  the  gate. 
From  Ida's  native  woods  the  wanior  came, 
Skill'd  with  the  dart  to  pierce  the  flying  game  : 
With  him  Euryalus,  who  match'd  in  arm.s  235 

Troy's  bravell:  youths,  and  far  excell'd  in  charms  ; 
So  young,  the  fprlnging  down  but  iuil  began 
To  ihade  his  blooming  cheeks,  and  promife  man. 
Thefe  boys  in  facred  friendihip  were  ally'd. 
And  join'd  in  martial  labours,  fide  by  flde  ;  240 

In  ev'ry  danger,  ev'ry  glory  fliar'd  ; 
And  both  alike  were  planted  on  the  guard. 

Has  heav'n  (cry'd  Nifus  firfl)  this  warmth  bellow'd  r 
Heav'n  ?  or  a  thought  that  prompts  me  like  a  god  ? 
This  glorious  warmth,  my  friend,  that  breaks  my  reft? 
Some  high  exploit  lies  throbbing  at  my  breail.        246 
My  glowing  mind  what  gen'rous  ardors  raife. 
And  fet  my  mounting  fpL'-its  on  a  blaze  ! 
See  the  loofe  difcipline  of  yonder  train  ; 
The  lights,  grown  thin,  fcarce  glimmer  from  the  plain  : 
The  guards  in  flumber  and  debauch  are  drown'd ;    25  t 
And  mark  I — a  gen'ral  filence  reigns  around: 
Then  take  my  thought ;  the  people,  fathers,  all. 
Join  in  one  wifli,  our  leader  to  recall. 
Now,  wou'd  they  give  to  thee  the  prize  I  claim,    255 
(For  I  cou'd  red:  contented  v/ith  the  fame—) 
An  eafy  road,  methinks,  I  can  furvey 
Beneath  yon  fummit  to  diretfl  my  way. 
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The  brave  Euryalus,  with  martial  pride, 
Fir'd  with  the  charms  of  glory,  thus  reply'd :  260 

And  will  my  Nifus  then  his  friend  difclaim  ? 
Deny'd  his  ihare  of  danger  and  of  fame  ? 
And  can  thy  dear  Euryalus  expofe 
Thy  life,  alone,  unguarded  to  the  foes  ? 
Not  fo  my  father  taught  his  gen'rous  boy,  265 

Born,  train'd  and  feafon'd  in  the  wars  of  Troy. 
And,  where  the  great  ^neas  led  the  way, 
I  brav'd  all  dangers  of  the  land  and  fea. 
Thou  too  canll  witnefs  that  my  worth  is  try'd  ; 
We  march'd,  we  fought,  we  conquer'd  fide  by  fide.  270 
Like  thine,  this  bofom  glows  with  martial  flame  ; 
Burns  with  a  fcorn  of  life,  and  love  of  fame  ; 
And  thinks,  if  endlefs  glory  can  be  fought 
On  fuch  low  terms,  the  prize  is  cheaply  bought. 
Let  no  fuch  jealous  fears  alarm  thy  breaft  :  275 

Thy  worth  and  valour  ftand  to  all  confeft. 
But  let  the  danger  fall  (he  cries)  on  me  : 
For  this  exploit,  I  durft  not  think  on  theeT 
No  : — as  I  hope  the  blell  ethereal  train 
May  bring  me  glorious  to  thy  arms  again  !  280 

But  fliould  the  gods  deny  me  to  fucceed. 
Should  I — (which  heav'n  avert!)  but  fliould  I  bleed;- 
Live  thou  ; — in  deatli  fome  pl'eafure  that  will  give  ; 
Live  for  thy  Nifus'  fake ;  I  charge  thee,  live. 
Thy  blooming  youth  a  longer  term  demands ; —     285 
Live,  to  redeem  my  corfe  from  liofl:ile  hands  ; 
And  decent  to  the  fllent  grave  commend 
The  poor  remains  of  him  who  was  thy  friend  : 

Or 
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Or  raife  at  leaft,  by  kind  remembrance  led, 

A  vacant  tomb  in  honour  of  the  dead.  290 

Why  fnould  I  caufe  thy  mother's  foul  to  know 

Such  heart-felt  pangs  ?  Unutterable  woe  I 

Thy  dear  fond  mother,  who,  for  love  of  thee, 

Dar'd  every  danger  of  the  land  and  fea ! 

She  left  Aceftes'  walls,  and  Ihe  alone,  295 

To  follow  thee,  her  only,  darling  fon  ! 

In  vain,  he  cr)''d,  my  courage  you  reftrain  ; 
My  foul's  on  fire,  and  you  but  plead  in  vain. 
Hafte— let  us  go — He  faid — and  rais'd  the  guard  ; 
By  turns  their  vacant  polls  the  centries  Ihar'd.  3QO 

With  eager  fpeed  the  gen'rous  warriors  went, 
Inflam'd  with  glory,  to  the  royal  tent. 
In  fr.ence  hulh'd  the  whole  creation  lay. 

And  loft  in  fleep  the  labours  of  the  day. 

Not  fo  the  chiefs  of  Ilion,  who  debate  305 

In  folem.n  council  on  th'  endanger'd  ftate  ; 

Propp'd  on  their  fpears,  their  bucklers  in  their  hand. 

Amid  the  camp  the  hoary  fathers  ftand. 

And  vote  an  inftant  meflage  may  be  fent 

To  their  great  chief,  their  ruin  to  prevent.  310 

The  friends  now  beg  admiflion  of  the  court. 

The  bufmefs  arduous,  and  of  high  import. 

The  prince  commands  them  to  inform  the  train ; 

And  hril  bade  Nifus  fpeak,  who  thus  began  : 

Attend,  nor  judge,  ye  venerable  peers  |  315 

Our  bold  adventure  by  our  tender  years.  . 

As  yonder  bands  in  fleep  and  wine  are  drown'd, 

Wea  by  kind  chance,  a  fecret  path  have  found, 
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Clofe  by  the  gate,  that  near  the  ocean  lies ; 

The  fires  are  thinn'd,  and  clouds  of  fmoke  arife.     320 

If  you  permit,  fince  fan-  occafion  calls. 

Safe  can  we  pierce  to  great  Es^ander's  wails. 

Soon  fnall  our  mighty  chief  appear  again, 

Aaorn'd  with  fpolis,  and  ilriding  o'er  the  flain. 

Lord  of  the  field  ;  nor  can  we  mifs  the  road,  32^ 

But  know  the  various  windings  of  the  flood; 

For,  as  we  hunt,  we  fee  the  turrets  rife. 

Peep  o'er  the  vales,  and  dance  before  our  eyes. 

Then  thus  Alethes,  an  illuilrious  fage, 
Renown'd  for  wifdom,  and  rever'd  for  age  :  330 

Ev'n  yet,  ye  guardian  gods,  your  pow'rs  divine 
Will  fparc  the  relicks  of  the  Trojan  line. 
Since  you  the  bofoms  of  our  youths  infpire 
With  fuch  high  courage,  fjch  deterinin'd  fire. 
Then  in  his  arms  the  boys  by  turns  he  took  335 

V/ith  tears  of  joy  ;  and  panting,  thus  befpoke  : 
Oh  !  what  rewards,  brave  youths,  can  be  decreed. 
What  honours,  equal  to  fo  great  a  deed? 
The  beft  and  fairell,  all  th'  applauding  fky. 
And  your  own  confcious  virtue,  fhall  fupply;  340 

The  nsx':,  our  great  ^Eneas  will  bcflow. 
And  young  Afcanius'  riper  years  fhall  owe. 
Whatever  boon  fuch  merit  can  receive. 
The  friend,  the  monarch,  and  the  man,  will  give. 

And  I,  brave  Nifus  !  crys  the  royal  boy,  34^ 

Swear  by  the  facred  guardian  pow'rs  of  Troy, 
My  hopes,  my  fortunes,  are  repos'd  in  you  ; 
Go  then,  your  gen'rous  enterprize  purfue. 

Qhl 
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Oh  1  to  thefe  longing  eyes  my  fire  reflore  ; 

From  that  bleft  hour  my  forrows  are  no  more.         350 

Two  filver  bovvls,  whofe  ample  margins  fliine. 

All  rais'd  with  collly  fculpture,  faall  be  thine ; 

The  fame  my  conqii'ring  father  brought  away. 

When  lew  in  dull  the  fair  Arifba  lay : 

Two  glitt'ring  tripods,  beauteous  to  behold,  355 

And  two  large  talents  of  the  pureft  gold : 

With  thefe  a  goblet,  which  the  queen  of  Tyre 

Beftow'd  in  Carthage  on  my  royal  fire. 

And,  when  thefe  vanquiih'd  kingdoms  are  our  own ; 

When  my  great  father  mounts  the  Latian  throne;  360 

When  our  vidorious  hoils  by  lot  fhall  fhare 

The  rich  rewards,  and  glorious  fpoils,  of  war ; 

What  late  thou  faw'il  when  Turnus  took  the  field. 

His  prancing  courfer,  helm,  and  golden  fhieldj 

That  courfer,  fnield,  and  helm,  of  flcill  divine,       365 

Exempt  from  lot,  brave  Nifus,  fhall  be  thine. 

My  fire  will  give  twelve  captives  with  their  arms ; 

Yet  more — tv/elve  females  of  diftinguilh'd  charms; 

And,  to  complete  the  whole,  the  wide  domain 

Of  the  great  Latian  lord,  a  boundlefs  plain.  370 

But  thee,  dear  youth,  not  yet  to  manhood  grown, 

Whofe  years  but  juft  advance  before  my  own. 

No  fortune  henceforth  from  my  foul  fhall  part. 

Still  at  my  fide,  and  ever  at  niv  heart. 

My  dangers,  glories,  counfels,  thoughts,  to  fliare ;  375 

My  friend  in  peace,  my  brother  in  the  v/ar  ! 

All,  all  my  life,  replies  the  youth,  fhall  aim. 
Like  tins  one  hour,  at  everlafling  f-'.me. 
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Though  fortune  only  our  attenipt  can  blefs. 

Yet  flill  my  courage  fliall  deferve  fuccefs.  380 

But  one  reward  I  afk,  before  I  go. 

The  greatefl  I  can  afk,  or  vou  bellow. 

My  mother,  tender,  pious,  fond,  and  good. 

Sprung,  like  thy  own,  from  Priam's  royal  blood ; 

Such  was  her  love,  Ihe  left  her  native  Troy,  385 

And  fiir  Tririacria,  for  her  darling  boy ; 

And  fdch  is  mine,  that  I  muft  keep  unknov/n 

Fr.^m  her,  the  danger  of  fo  dear  a  fon  : 

To  fpare  her  anguilli,  lo  !  I  quit  the  place 

Without  one  parting  kifs,  one  laii  embrace  !  390 

By  night,  and  that  refpefted  hand,  I  fwear. 

Her  melting  tears  are  more  tlian  I  can  bear  I 

For  her,  good  prince,  your  pity  I  implore ; 

Support  her,  childkfs;  and  relieve  her,  poor; 

Oh  !  let  her,  let  her  find  (when  I  am  gone),  39,^ 

In  you,  a  friend,  a  guardian,  and  a  fon  ! 

With  that  dear  hope,  embolden'd  fhall  1  go. 

Brave  ev'ry  danger,  and  defy  the  foe. 

Charm'd  with  his  virtue,  all  tlie  Trojan  peers. 
But  more  than  all,  Afcanius  melts  in  tears,  400. 

To  fee  the  forrows  of  a  duteous  fon. 
And  fJial  love,  a  love  fo  like  his  own. 
I  promife  all,  heroic  youth  !  he  faid. 
That  to  fuch  matchlefs  valour  can  be  paid ; 
To  me,  thy  mother  ftiil  fhall  be  the  fame  405^ 

Creiifa  was,  and  only  want  the  name. 
Let  fortune  good  or  ill  fuccefs  decree ; 
'Tis  merit,  fure,  to  bear  a  fon  like  thee  I 

Now 
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Now  by  my  head,  my  father's  oath,  I  vow, 
Whate'er  rewards  I  purpofe  to  bellow,  410 

When  fafe  return'd,  on  thee,  the  fame  fhall  grace 
Thy  mother,  and  thy  whole  fjrviving  race. 

So  fpoke  the  prince ;  and,  weeping  at  the  word. 
Gave  to  the  pious  youth  his  coftly  fword : 
The  fvvord  with  wond'roas  art  Lycaon  made  ;  41^ 

An  ivory  fcabbard  iheath'd  the  fhining  blade. 
To  Nifus,  Mneftheus  -gave  a  lion's  hide ; 
And  a  new  helm  Alethes*  care  fupply'd. 
Thus  arm'd,  they  quit  the  tent ;  th'  afiembly  waits. 
With  high  applaufe,  their  progrefs  to  the  gates.      420 
Mature  in  wifdom,  far  above  his  years. 
The  fair  liilus  in  the  train  appears. 
And  fends  his  fatiher  many  an  ardent  pray'r  ; 
All  loft  in  wind,  and  fcatter'd  wide  in  air  ! 

Novv',  favour'd  by  the  fhade,  the  warriors  go,     425 
Pafs  the  deep  trenches,  and  invade  the  foe. 
But,  ere  their  dang'rous  enterprize  is  o'er. 
With  Vv-hat  large  flaughter  fhall  they  bathe  the  fhcre  1 
All  drench'd  in  wine  and  fleep,  lie  ftretch'd  aroui^d. 
The  carelefs  foldiers  on  the  verdant  ground,  430 

Amid  a  pile  of  traces,  wheels  and  reins. 
And  empty  cars,  incumbring  all  the  plains. 
Here  lie  the  fcatter'd  arms  ;  the  goblets  there ; 
A  mad  confufion  of  debauch  and  war. 

Now,  now,  cries  Nifus  firft,  tliy  courage  call ;    435 
The  place,  the  hour,  my  friend,  demands  it  all. 
Here  lies  our  road  :  while  I  the  pailage  find, 
Str^y  thcu,  and  cautious  watch  the  foe  behind. 

From 
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From  fide  to  fide,  whole  fquadrons  will  I  flay. 

Thro'  death  and  horrors  op'ning  wide  thy  way.       440 

With  that,  the  youth  in  filence  drew  his  fword. 
And  llabb'd  proud  Rhamnes,  a  diftinguifh'd  lord ; 
In  ev'ry  deep  prophetic  art  appro v'd, 
A  king  and  augur,  and  by  Turnus  lov'd. 
On  the  rich  couch  in  flumbers  deep  he  lay,  445 

And,  labouring,  flept  the  full  debauch  away. 
The  fate  of  others  he  had  ilill  forelhown. 
But  faii'd,  unhappy  !  to  prevent  his  own. 

Tiien  on  the  'fquire  of  Pvcmus  fierce  he  flew. 
And,  as  they  flcpt,  his  three  attendants  llew.  450 

The  driver  next ;  and  cut  his  neck  in  twain, 
As,  midll  the  fleeds,  he  flumber'd  on  the  plain  ; 
Laft  on  their  lord  employ'd  the  deadly  fteel ; 
Svvifc  flew  the  head  ;  and  mutter' J  as  it  fell. 
The  purple  blood  diilains  the  couch  around  ;  45^ 

The  we't'ring  trunk  lies  beating  on  the  ground. 
Next  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  meet  their  doom  : 
Serranus  laft,  in  all  his  fprightly  bloom  : 
By  the  large  draught  o'erpow'r'd,  outftretch'd  he  lay. 
Full  half  the  night  already  fpent  in  play  ;  46c 

Far  happier  had  it  been,  if  lengthened  to  the  day 

Thus  o'er  th*  unguarded  fence  by  liunger  bold. 
Springs  the  grim  lion,  and  invades  the  fold. 
All  dreadful,  gi"owling  in  the  midnight  hours. 
The  trembling  flock  he  murders  and  devours ;         465 
While  wrapt  in  filence  lies  tlie  fleecy  brood. 
The  favuge  rages  in  a  foam  of  blood. 

Nor 
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Nor  with  lefs  rage  Euryalus  employ'd 
The  deadly  fword  ;  but  namelefs  crov\  ds  deilroy'd. 
Hebefus,  Fadus,  as  they  flept,  he  goar'd  ;  470 

But  wakeful  Rh.Tfus  faw  the  fiaughtVlng  fword  : 
Behind  a  goblet  he  retired  in  vain ; 
For  as  the  foe,  detefted,  rofe  again. 
The  furious  }OUth,  with  all  his  force  inipreil, 
Plung'd  the  whole  fword,  deep-bury'd  in  his  breall ;  475 
With  blended  wine  and  blcod,  the  ground  was  dy'd; 
The  purple  foul  came  floating  in  the  tide. 

So  vents  the  youth  his  vengeance  on  liis  foes. 
And  fcatters  death  and  ilaughter  as  he  goes. 
Now  when  to  brave  MefFapus'  tents  tliey  came,       480 
The  fires  jufl  glimmer'd  with  a  quiv'ring  flame. 
The  train  lie  fcatter'd,  while  the  ileeds,  unbound. 
Expatiate  wide,  ana  graze  the  verdant  ground. 
Then  Nifus  warn'd  him  ;  for  he  faw  the  boy 
Too  flerce  for  blood,  too  eager  to  defcroy  ;     '        485 
Enough  of  death-r-our  Avords  have  hew'd  the  vv'ay — 
We  fl:and  detected  by  the  dawning  day. 

They  part ;  and  leave,  in  piles  confus'dly  roli'd. 
Bright  arms,  embroider'd  robes,  and  bowls  of  gold. 
But  yet  the  fond  Euryalus  would  flay,  490 

JRefolv'd  to  feize  one  rich  diiHnguifh'd  prey  ; 
The  ftiining  trappings  Rha.mnes'  courfers  bore. 
And  the  broad  golden  belt  the  monarch  wore. 
Of  old,  to  Remulas  was  fent  the  prize 
By  Ca^dicus,  the  pledge  of  focial  ties ;  495 

Which  with  his  grandfon  at  his  death  remain'd^     . 
And  lall  by  war  the  fierce  Rutulians  gain'd. 

This 
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This  belt  he  bore,  exulting,  from  the  plain. 
And  in  gay  triumph  wore,  but  wore  in  vain  [ 
Next,  with  MefTapus'  helm,  his  brows  he  fpread,    500 
Adorn'd  with  plumes,  that  nodded  o'er  his  head. 
Then,  fluih'd  with  llaughter  and  the  glorious  prey. 
They  quit  the  camp,  and  feek  a  fafer  way. 
Meantime,  the  Daunian  hero  to  {"jpport, 
Advanc'd  a  legion  from  the  Latian  court;  505 

Three  hundred  horfe,  while  flow  the  foot  fucceed. 
Fly  fwift  before,  with  Volfcens  at  their  head. 
Now  to  the  camp  the  warriors  bend  their  way. 
And,  on  the  left,  the  haplefs  youths  furvey. 
Euryalus'  bright  helm  the  pair  betray'd,  5  10 

On  which  the  nioon  in  all  her  glory  play'd. 
*Tis  not  for  nought,  thofe  youtlis  appear  ;  declare 
(Cries  the  ftern  gen'ral)  who,  and  whence  you  are 
And  whither  bound  ;  and  wherefore  arm'd  for  war  ? 
JTought  tliey  reply,  but  took  their  fudden  flight      5  1 5 
To  the  thick  forefts,  and  the  ftades  of  night. 
But  the  ferce  warriors  fpurr'd  their  fteeds,  and  ftood 
AH  round,  to  guard  the  op'nings  of  the  wood. 
O'ergrown  and  wild,  the  darkfome  foreft  lay. 
And  trees  and  brakes  perplex'd  the  winding  way.    520 
Hither,  incumber'd  wiih  his  gaudy  prize, 
Diflrefs'd  Euryalus  for  fhelter  flies  ; 
But  mifs'd  the  turnings,  in  his  wild  furprize. 
Not  fo,  fvvift  Nifus,  who  the  foes  declin'd. 
Nor  knew  th'  endanger'd  bey  was  left  behind  ;        525 
Beyond  the  once-fam.'d  Alban  flelds  he  fled, 
"Where  the  fleet  cpurfers  of  Latinus  fed. 

There 
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There  flood  the  mournful  youth  ;  and  from  the  plain. 

Call  a  long  look,  to  find  his  friend,  in  vain  ! 

Where  is  Euryalus,  my  only  joy?  530 

Where  Ihall  I  find  (he  cry'd)  the  haplefs  boy  ? 

Then  he  retrac'd  his  former  Heps,  and  trod. 

Once  more,  the  winding  mazes  of  the  wood. 

The  trampling  Heeds  and  warriors  pour  behind. 

And  the  loud  cries  come  thick  in  ev'ry  wind.  535 

Here,  while  he  paus'd,  a  general  lliout  he  heard ; 

And  lo  !   his  lov'd  Euryalus  appear'd. 

Surrounded  by  the  foe  :  the  glocniy  night. 

And  patlilefs  thickets,  intercept  his  flight. 

With  joyful  clamours  croud  the  gathering  traia        540 

Around  the  captive,  who  refills  in  vain. 

What  can  his  friend  attempt,  what  means  employ. 

What  arms,  what  fuccours,  to  redeem  the  boy  ? 

Or  through  th'  embattled  fquadrons  (hall  he  fly. 

And,  preit  by  hoftile  numbers,  nobly  die  ?  545 

Then  on  the  moon  he  call  a  mournful  look. 

And  in  his  hand  the  pointed  jav'lin  ihook  ; 

Great  guardian  goddefs  of  the  woods !    (he  cries) 

Pride  of  the  liars,  and  emprefs  of  die  fkies ! 

If  e'er  winh  gifts  my  father  hung  thy  fhrine  550 

For  his  dear  fon,  and  fought  thy  pow'r  divine. 

Or  I  increas'd  them  with  my  fylvan  toils. 

And  grac'd  thy  facred  roof  with  favage  ipoils ; 

Diredl  my  lance,  nor  let  it  fly  in  vain. 

But,  win g'd  with  death,  difperfe  the  ho flile  train.   555 

This  faid ;  with  all  his  llrength  the  fpear  he  threw ; 

Swift  through  the  parting  ihade  the  weapon  flew. 

In 
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In  Sulmo's  back  the  point  all-quiv'ring  ftood. 

And  pierc'd  his  heart,  but  left  the  broken  wood. 

He  pour'd  a  purple  flood,  as  prone  he  lay ;  56(5 

While  in  thick  fjbs  he  gafp'd  his  foul  away. 

The  crouds  ga^e  round ;  when  lo  !  a  fecond  flies. 

Fierce  as  the  firil,  and  fmgs  along  the  fkies. 

Through  Tagus'  temples,  o'er  the  fhrinking  train. 

It  flew,  and  Tunk  deep-bury 'd  in  the  brain.  565 

Now,  mad  for  vengeance,  Vollcens  florm'd,  nor  found 

The  daring  author  of  the  diflant  wound  : 

But  thy  curfl:  blood  fliall  pay  for  both,  he  faid ; 

Then  ruia'd  impetuous  with  the  flaming  blade 

Againft  the  trembhng  boy — with  wild  affright,        570 

All  pale,  confus'd,  diilrafted  at  the  flght. 

From  his  clcfe  covert  Nifus  rufli'd  in  view. 

And  fent  his  voice  before  him  as  he  flew : 

Me,  me,  to  me  alone,  your  rage  confine ; 

Here  Iheath  your  javelins ;  all  the  guilt  was  mine.  575 

By  yon  bright  ftars,  by  each  immortal  god. 

His  hand;^,  his  thoughts,  are  innocent  of  blood  I 

Nor  could,  nor  durll  the  boy  the  deed  intend ;  -j 

His  only  crime  (and  oh  I  can  that  offend  ?)  v 

Was  too  much  love  to  his  unhappy  friend  1  580  3 

In  vain  he  fpoke,  for  ah  I  the  fword,  addrefl: 
Vv'ith  ruthlefs  rage,  had  pierc'd  his  lovely  breaft. 
With  blood  his  fnowy  limbs  are  purpled  o'er. 
And,  pale  in  death,  he  welters  in  his  gore. 
As  a  gay  flov,''r,  with  blooming  beauties  crown'd,  585 
Cut  by  die  fnare,  lies  languid  on  the  ground; 

Or 
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Or  fome  tall  poppy,  that  o'er-charg'd  with  rain 

Bends  the  faint  head,  and  fmks  upon  the  plain; 

So  fair,  fo  languifhingly  fvveet  he  lies. 

His  head  declin'd  and  drooping,  as  he  dies  !  ^93 

Now  midft  the  foe,  diltraded  Nifus  flew ; 
Volfcens,  and  him  alone,  he  keeps  in  view. 
The  gath'ring  train  the  furious  youth  furround ; 
Dart  follow  s  dart,  and  wound  fucceeds  to  wound ; 
All,  all,  unfelt;  he  feeks  their  guilty  lord;  595 

In  fiery  circles  flies  his  thund'ring  f.vord ; 
Nor  ceas'd,  but  found,  at  length,  the  defUn'd  way; 
And,  bury'd  in  his  mouth,  the  faulchion  lay. 
Thus  cover'd  o'er  with  wounds  on  ev'ry  fide. 
Brave  Nifus  flew  the  murd'rer  as  he  dyM;  600 

Then,  on  the  dear  Euryalus  his  breail. 
Sunk  down,  and  flumber'd  in  eternal  refl. 

Hail,  happy  pair  !  if  fame  our  verfe  can  give. 
From  age  to  age^  your  memory  fhall  live ; 
Long  as  th'  imperial  Capitol  Ihall  ftand,  605 

Or  PvOme's  majefHc  lord  the  conquered  world  command ! 

The  victors  iirft  divide  the  gaudy  prey ; 
Then  to  the  camp  their  breathlefs  chief  convey : 
There  too  a  fcene  of  gen'ral  grief  appears ;  609 

There,  crouds  of  flaughter*d  princes  claim  their  tears. 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  plain  their  haplcfs  friends  they  found. 
Some  pale,  in  death,  fome  gafping  on  the  ground. 
With  copious  flaughter  all  the  field  was  dy'd. 
And  Irreams  of  gore  run  thick  on  ev'ry  fide. 
All  knew  the  belt  and  helm  divinely  wrought;         615 
But  mourn  the  fatal  prize,  fo  dearly  bought. 

Now, 


,14  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Now,  dappled  ftreaks  of  light  Aurora  fhedj 
And  ruddy  rofe  from  Tithon's  fafrron  bed : 
Then  fiery  Phcebus,  with  his  golden  ray, 
Pour'd  o'er  the  op'ning  world  a  flood  of  day.  620 

When  furious  Turniis  gave  the  loud  alarms ; 
Firft  arm'd  himfelf ;  then  call'd  the  hoft  to  arms. 
The  chiefs  their  foldiers  to  the  field  excite. 
Inflame  their  rage,  and  lead  them  to  the  fight. 
On  pointed  fpears,  a  dreadful  fight !  they  bore       625 
The  heads  of  both  the  haplefs  youths,  before ; 
With  barb'rous  joy  furvey  the  bloody  prize. 
And  Ihout,  and  follow  with  triumphant  cries. 

The  Trojans,  on  the  left,  fuftain  the  fight 
From  their  high  walls ;  the  river  guards  the  right.  630 
They  line  the  trenches,  and  the  tow'rs  maintain ; 
Thick  on  the  ramparts  fland  the  penfive  train. 
And  know  the  heads  too  well,-  though  cover 'd  o'er 
With  fanguine  flains,  and  all  deform'd  wiih  gore. 

Now  to  the  mother's  ears  the  news  had  fled,        635 
Her  fon,  her  dear  Euryalus,  was  dead  : 
The  vital  warmth  her  trembling  limbs  forfook. 
She  dropped  the  fl:iutt!e,  and  with  horror  fhook; 
With  hair  didievell'd  from  the  walls  fhe  flies. 
And  rends  the  air  with  agonizing  cries ;  640 

Breaks  through  the  foremoft  troops  in  wild  defpair. 
Nor  heeds  the  darts,  or  dangers  of  the  war. 

And  is  it  thus,  the  comfort  of  my  years. 
Thus,  thus,  my  dear  Euryalus  appears  ? 
A-nd  could'fl  thou  fiy,  my  child,  to  certain  harms  ?  645 
To  death  (oh  cruel !)  from  thy  mother's  arms? 

So 
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So  fond  a  motkdr? — nor  thy  purpofe  tell  ? 

Nor  let  me  take  my  laft,  my  fad,  farewell? 

A  prey  to  dog5>  alas !  thy  body  lies^ 

And  ev'ry  fowl  that  \ving5  the  Latian  fkies  !  650 

Nor  did  thy  mother  clofe  thy  eyes  in  death, 

Compofe  thy  limbs,  nor  catch  thy  parting  breath  ; 

Nor  bathe  thy  gaping  wounds,  nor  cleanfe  the  gore. 

Nor  throw  the  rich  embroider'd  mantle  o'er; 

The  work  that  charih'd  the  cares  of  age  away,         655 

My  taik  all  night,  my  labour  all  the  day ; 

The  robe  I  wove,  thy  abfence  to  fuftain. 

For  thee,  my  child; — but  wove,  ab.s !  in  vairl. 

Where  fnall  I  find  thee  now  ?  what  land  contains 

Thy  mangled  members  and  thy  dear  remains  ?         660 

How  on  thy  face  thefe  longing  eyes  I  fed  ! 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  living  is  the  dead  ! 

For  that,  o'er  lands  and  oceans  have  I  gone  ? 

Is  that,  the  fole  fad  relick  of  my  fon  ? 

That  bloody  ball ! — No  more  I— ye  foes  of  Troy>  665 

Come  all,  a  poor  abandon'd  wretch  deitroy ; 

Here,  here,  diredl,  in  pity,  ev'ry  dart. 

Plant  ev'ry  jav'lin  in  this  breaking  heart: 

Or  with  thy  bolis,  O  Jove  !  conclude  my  woe, 

i^nd  plunge  me  flaming  to  the  fliades  below.  670 

Strike — -and  I'll  blefs  the  ftroke,  that  fets  me  free; 

'Tis  eafe,  'tis  mercy,  to  a  wretch  like  me  1 

Her  loud  complaints  the  melting  Trojans  hear. 
Sigh  back  her  fighs,  and  anfwer  tear  for  tear. 
Their  courage  ilackens ;  and  the  frantic  dame  675 

V/ith  her  wild  angullli  damps  tho  mar:idl  flame. 

Vol.  LIIL      ^  O.  Ba: 
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But  young  Afcanius,  while  his  forrmvs  flow. 

And  his  full  eyes  indulge  the  gufh  of  woe. 

With  great  Ilioneus,  commands. the  train 

To  bear  the  matron  to  her  tent  again.  680 

Now  the  ihrill  trumpet's  dreadful  voice  from  far. 
With  piercing  clangors  animates  the  war. 
The  troops  rulh  on ;  the  deaPning  clamours  rife. 
And  the  long  fliouts  run  echoing  round  the  fides. 
Strait,  in  a  fhell,  their  fhields  the  Volfcians  threw  ;  685 
And  the  clofe  cohorts  march,  conceal'd  from  view. 
To  fill  the  trendies  which  the  camp  furround. 
And  tug  th'  afpiring  bulwarks  to  the  ground. 
Where  thinly  rang'd  appear  the  op'ning  pow'rs. 
They  fix  their  fcaling  engines  in  the  tow'rs.  690 

From  far  the  Trojans  miiTive  weapons  throw. 
And  with  tough  poles  repel  the  rifmg  foe  ; 
Thus  wont,  of  old,  th'  adv^ancing  Greeks  to  dare. 
And  guard  the  ramparts  in  their  ten  years  war. 
Long  with  huge  pointed  ftones,  they  Urove  in  vain,  6g^ 
To  burft  the  cov'ring  of  the  hoftile  train. 
Yet  flill  the  bands  maintain  the  fight,  below 
The  brazen  concave,  and  defy  the  foe. 
At  length  the  Trojans  with  a  mighty  fhock, 
Roll'd  down  a  pond'rous  fragment  of  a  rock  ;  700 

Full  where  the  thick-embody'd  fquadron  fpreads, 
.Th'  enormous  mafs  came  thund'ring  on  their  heads. 
Broke  through  the  ihining  arch,  and  crufh'd  the  train; 
And  with -a  length  of  flaughter  fmok'd  the  plain. 
In  this  blind  fight  no  more  the  foes  engage,  705 

But  with  tlieir  darts  a  diilant  combat  wage. 

There 
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There  with  a  blazing  pine  Mezentius  came. 
And  toU  within  the  works  the  dreadful  flame  ; 
IVemendous  chief! — while  bold  Meflapus  calls 
To  fcale  the  tow'rs;  and  thunders  at  the  wails.       710 

Ye  facred  nine,  infpire  me  to  record 
What  numbers  fell  by  Turnus'  flaught'ring  fword. 
What  foes  each  hero  plung'd  to  hell,  declare. 
Each  death  difplay,  and  open  all  the  war  I 
Thofe  mighty  deeds  which  you  alone  can  know,      715 
Repeat,  ye  mufes !  to  the  world  below. 

Full  o'er  the  wall  a  turret  rofe  on  high. 
Stage  above  ftage,  unrivall'd,  to  the  Iky. 
This  fort  to  gain,  the  Latians  bend  their  care. 
Point  their  full  ftrength,  their  whole  colleded  war.  720 
Vail  fragments  from  above  tiie  Trojans  throw. 
And  through  the  walls  their  jav'lins  gaul  the  foe. 
A  blazing  torch  the  mighty  Turnus  flung ; 
Clofe  to  the  fides  the  flaming  mifchief  hung  ; 
Then,  t.hund'ring  through  the  planks,  m  fury  grew,  725 
Swell'd  in  the  wind,  and  round  the  Uruclure  flew. 
With  headlong  fpeed  th'  imprifon'd  troops  retire, 
Throng'd  in  huge  heaps,  before  the  fpreading  fire. 
While  on  one  flde  their  v/eight  incumbent  lay. 
The  beams  all  burll,  the  crackling  walls  give  way,  730 
The  pond'rous  pile  comes  tumbling  to  the  ground. 
And  all  Olympus  trembled  at  the  found. 
With  the  proud  ftruifcure  fall  the  Trojan  train. 
Wrapped  in  the  fmoky  ruins,  to  the  plain. 
Their  fouls  crufli'd  out,  the  warriors  bury'd  lie  ;      735 
Or  on  the  points  of  their  own  lances  die. 

CL2  Sav'd 
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Sav'd  from  the  general  fate,  but  t\vo.remain. 

And  ah  !  thofe  haplefs  two  were  fav'd  in  vain  ! 

Unblefs'd  Helenor,  mofi  advanc'd  in  years. 

At  once  encompait  by  the  foe  appears ;  ^  ^o 

Him  to  the  Lydian  king,  his  beauteous  flave 

Lycimnia  bore  ;  unfortunately  brave. 

Though  born  of  fervile  blood,  the  gen'rous  boy 

In  arms  forbidden  fought  the  wars  of  Troy. 

With  glory  iir'd  he  took  the  dang'rous  field  ;  y^^ 

Light  was  his  fword  ;  and  unadorn'd  his  ihield. 

At  firfl  with  wild  furprife  the  youth  defcry'd 

The  gath'rmg  Latian  troops  on  ev'ry  fide  ; 

Then  (bent  on  death)  where  thick  the  jav'iins  rife. 

Fierce  on  the  clofe  embattled  war  he  flies.  750 

So  the  ftern  favage,  whom  the  train  furrounds 

Of  fhouting  hunters,  Heeds,  and  op'ning  hounds. 

On  death  determin'd,  and  devoid  of  fears. 

Springs  forth  undaunted  on  a  grove  of  fpears. 

But  fwifter  Lycus  urg'd  his  rapid  way,  755 

Though  jav'iins  hifs,  and  fwords  around  him  play  ; 

Flies  to  the  walls  and  battlements  again. 

Leaps  high,  and  reaches  at  his  friends  in  vain. 

For  clofe  behind  the  furious  Turnus  flew  : 

Fool  !  couldll  thou  hope  to  'fcape  when  I  purfue,    760 

Though  fwifter  than  the  wind  ?   (aloud  he  cries) 

Then  by  the  foot  he  feiz'd  his  trembling  prize  ; 

And,  as  he  hung  aloft  in  dire  difmay, 

Tugg'd  him  with  half  the  fliatter'd  wall  av/ay. 

So  Jove's  imperial  bird,  through  fields  of  air,  765, 

Snatches  the  fnowy  fvvan  or  quiv'xing  hare  : 

So 
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So  the  grim  prowling  wolf,  amidft  her  play. 

Leaps  on  the  lamb,  and  rends  the  tender  prey  ; 

Wild  roams  the  bleating  mother  round  the  plain. 

Seeks,  and  laments  her  flaughter'd  child  in  vain.     770 

Now  with  loud  fhouts  they  rend  the  tortur*d  air. 

Fill  the  deep  trench,  and  lay  the  bulwarks  bare. 

Some  load  with  hoftile  fires  their  vengeful  hands. 

And  at  the  turrets  tofs  the  blazing  brands. 

As  to  the  gates  the  bold  Lucetius  came,  ^'j^ 

Tow'r'd  in  the  front,  and  fhook  the  waving  flame  \ 

The  great  Ilioneus  with  vigour  threw 

A  rocky  fragment,  and  the  warrior  flew. 

Young  Liger's  certain  fpear,  Emation  fped; 

Afylas'  (haft  laid  Chorinsus  dead.  780 

Ortygius  bleeds  by  C^eneus'  fatal  fleel. 

But  by  great  Tumus'  hand  the  vi6lor  fell ; 

Clonius  with  him,  and  Dioxippus  falls. 

And  haplefs  Idas,  while  he  guards  the  walls. 

Sagar,  the  next,  with  Promulus  was  flain  ;  785 

And  Capys  Hretch'd  Privernus  on  the  plain ; 

Firft  flightly  wounded  by  Themilla's  dart ; 

(The  fhield  throvv'n  by)  to  mitigate  the  fmart. 

His  hand  the  warrior  to  the  wound  apply'd  ; 

Swift  flew  the  fecond  dart,  andnali'd  it  to  his  fide  :  790 

Its  fatal  courfe  through  all  his  vitals  held ; 

And  the  pale  corfe  lay  panting  on  the  field. 

All-bright  in  arms,  the  fon  of  Arcens  flood. 
Bred  in  the  grove  of  Mars  the  warrior  god ; 
From  where  Palicus'  loaded  altars  flame,  79jj 

In  gold  and  purpl?  gay,  the  blooming  hero  came. 

Q  3  Mezen- 
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Mezentius  mark'd  him,  as  he  tow'r'd  on  high  ; 
Then  feiz'd  a  fling,  and  laid  the  jav'lin  by  ; 
Thrice  whirl'd  around,  the  whiftling  bullet  threw; 
The  glowing  metal  melted  as  it  flew ;  800 

Through  both  his  temples  cut  its  dreadful  way  ; 
And,  roil'd  in  duft,  the  beauteous  warrior  lay. 

Then  iirii  in  light  the  young  Afcanius  bore 
His  bow ;  employed  on  beafts  alone  before. 
His  vengeful  fliafts  a  royal  vi(ftim  found,  805 

And  ftretch'd  the  bold  Numanus  on  the  ground. 
Not  long  before  the  liaughty  chief  had  led 
Brave  Turnus'  filler  to  his  bridal  bed : 
Now,  of  his  high  alliance  vain  and  proud. 
He  ftalks  before  the  troops,  and  vaunts  aloud:        8io 

What  fliame,  ye  Phrygians,  ye  tvvice-vanquifli'd  train. 
To  lie  beleaguer'd  in  your  walls  again  ! 
All  pale  and  trembling,  in  yon  tow'rs  to  wait ! 
That  rife,  ye  cowards,  between  you  and  fate  ! 
Brave  chiefs !  bold  heroes  thefe  ! — who  come  fo  far  815 
To  gain  their  brides  by  violence  and  war ! 
From  Troy  what  god,  what.madnefs,  call'dyou  o'er. 
To  fall  and  perifti  on  a  foreign  fliore? 
Far  other  foes  than  Atreus'  fons  appear; 
No  crafty  talking  Ithacus  is  here.  820 

We  plunge  our  infints  in  the  hard'ning  flreams. 
And  feafon  ixi  the  froft  their  tender  limbs. 
Our  boys  the  forefl:  range,  and  lead  the  conrfc. 
Bend  the  tough  bow,  and  break  the  prancing  liorfe. 
Long  thirft,  long  hunger,  our  bold  youths  can  bear,  825 
Plough,  fight,  or  fliake  eir.bnttled  towns  with  war. 

We 
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We  live  in  fleel ;  in  arms  our  hinds  appear ; 

And  the  turn'd  jav'lin  goads  the  lab'ring  fleer. 

Nor  flags  our  gen'rous  warmth,  by  years  declin'd; 

Still  flames  the  noble  ardour  of  the  mind.  83® 

Ev'n  the  grave  fire  with  martial  vigour  glows. 

And  cruflies  with  the  cafque  his  hoary  brows. 

All,  all,  engag'd  alike  in  warlike  toils, 

Subfill  on  rapine,  and  divide  the  fpoils. 

While  you,  the  fugitives,  the  dregs  of  Troy,  835 

Your  hours  in  pleafares, .  and  the  dance  employ  : 

Warm  purple  robes  defend  (ye  dallard  bands  ! ) 

Your  heartlefs  breads  and  unperforming  hands.- 

Your  female  fouls  the  manly  form  difgrace— 

Hence  then,  ye  women,  to  your  native  place—      840 

Hence — to  your  Phrygian  Dindymus  away ! — 

With  eunuchs  there  on  pipes  and  timbrels  play ! 

Go — the  great  mother's  rites  attend  you  there—- 

But  leave  to  men  the  bus'nefs  of  the  war. 

Thus  while  he  fpoke  in  fcornful  ftrains,  no  more  845 
The  young  Afcanius  the  proud  boaller  bore. 
He  fits  an  arrow  to  the  well-llrung  bow; 
But  firfl:  to  Jove  addrefs'd  his  folemn  vow: 
1\  I  y  bold  attempt,  almighty  fire,  fucceed; 
A  milk-white  heifer  at  ihy  fhrine  fhall  bleed;  850 

iNlajeftic  Ihall  he  flalk,  and  paw  the  ground, 
Pufh  with  his  gilded  horns,  and  fpurn  the  fands  around. 

He  faid— and,  to  the  left,  the  fire  on  high 
Roll'd  the  big  thunder  through  an  azure  ficy. 
At  once  his  twanging  bow  Afcanius  drew,  855 

And,  billing  fierce,  the  feather'd  arrow  flew; 

0^4  Nor 
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Nor  flew  the  winged  wrathful  fhaft  in  vain. 

But  pierc'd  his  head,  and  ftung  him  to  the  brain. 

Go — and  once  more  a  valiant  race  defy  ! 

Thus  the  t'vvice-vanquifli'd  Phrygians,  thus  reply.    863 

No  more  he  faid  ;r—loud  fliouts  and  clamours  rife ; 

And  tranfp.ort  lifts  the  Trojans  to  the  iTcies. 

High  on  a  cloud,  inthron'ci  in  open  air, 
ApoUo  fat,  and  thence  farvey'd  the  vv^ar. 
Then  to  the  contp'ring  royal  boy  he  cries ;  865 

Rife,  glorious  youths ;  in  valour  ever  rife ; 
Rife  thus  in  time  to  h^av'n's  fapreme  abodes. 
The  fon,.  and  father,  of  a  race  of  gods  1 
Who,  great  in  arms,  vidorious  by  their  f.vords. 
Shall  rule  mankind,  the  world's  majeftic  lords !       870 
Go — mount  from  fame  to  fame,  aufpicious  boy ; 
Proceed,  and  fcorn  the  narrow  bounds  of  Troy  ! 

He  faid ;  then  down  th'  ethereal  road  he  flies 
With  rapid  fpeed,  and  cleaves  the  liquid  ficies ; 
AflTumes  old  Butes'  figure  and  attire,  875 

Anchifes'  lojsg-try'd  friend  and  faithful  'fquire 
In  fields  of  old;  and  now  the  chief  of  Troy 
Had  trufted  to.  his  care  the  roy^l  boy. 
Like  this  fage  guardian  to  the  youth  he  came ; 
His  voice,  his  vifage,  and  his  arms  the  fame.  880 

Then  to  the  vidor  boy  aloud  he  cries ; 
Enough,  young  warrior — Let  it  now  fuffice 
That  unreveng'd  the  great  Nunianus  dies : 
Apollo,  pleas'd  thy  firll  attempts  to  crown. 
Gives  to  th^■  bow  the  glories  of  his  own  :  885 

Now 
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Now  tempt  no  more  the  dangers  of  the  war. 

Too  daring  youth — he  faid  ;  and  pall  In  air. 

Pall  in  a  moment  from  his  wond'ring  eye ; 

And  the  loofe  fhape  diflblv'd  into  the  Iky. 

The  founding  Ihafts  the  leaders  heard,  o'er-avv'd    Sgi% 

With  the  loud  quiver,  and  confell  the  ged ; 

Th^n  urge  the  fiery  youth,  no  more  to  dare. 

Since  great  Apollo's  voice  forbad  the  war. 

While,  prodigal  of  life,  to  fight  they  fly. 
All  nobly  fixt,  to  conquer  or  to  die  ;  895 

Stones,  fpears,.and  jav'lins,  from  the  v/orks  they  fluncr; 
From  tow;'r  to  tovv'r  the  ihouts  and  clamours  rung ; 
Helms  clalh  with  helms,  the  ratt'iing  fhields  refound; 
Thick  f.y  the  darts,  and  cover  all  the  ground;     899 
While  loud  the  battle  roars,  and  thunders  all  around 
Thick,  as  from  weftern  clouds,  all  charg'd  with  rain. 
Pours  the  black  llorm,  and  fm.okes  along  the  plain; 
Thick  as  the  gather'd  hail,  tempeiluous,  liies 
O'er  the  wide  main,  and  rattles  down  the  Ikies, 
When  all  the  frouming  heav'ns  are  hlacken'd  o'er;  905 
When  Jove  cifcharges  all  his  wrathful  fiore, 
And,deep  from  ev'ry  cloud,  the  burlHng  tiiunders  roar ! 

Pand'rus  and  Bitias  at  the  portal  Aood, 
Two  giant  brethren,  born  in  Ida's  wood  ; 
From  great  Alcanor  and  Hiera  iprung,  910, 

The  champions  role  confpicuous  o'er  the  throng. 
The  mighty  champions,  of  prodigious  frame, 
Tow'r'd  Hke  the  groves  and  miountains  whence  theycame.^ 
Their  prince,  when  parting  from  the  Tufcan  Hate, 
Appointed  thefe,  the  guardians  of  th?  gate.  915 
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Proud  of  their  flrength,  the  daring  heroes  throw 

Th'  enormous  folds  wide-open  to  the  foe. 

Within,  all-bright  in  arms,  on  either  hand 

Before  the  tow'rs  the  haughty  warriors  iland  : 

On  their  bright  helms  fat  Horror  plum'd ;  on  high  920 

Their  nodding  crefts  float  dreadful  in  the  iky. 

So  where  the  fields  fair  Athefis  divides. 

Or  Po  tumultuous  rolls  his  fwelling  tides. 

With  heads  unfliorn,  two  mighty  oaks  appear. 

Wave  to  the  winds,  and  nod  fublime  in  air  !  925 

Soon  as  the  foes  an  open  entrance  fpy,  -^ 

The  war  breaks  in ;  but  foon  their  leaders  fly,  s 

Repell'd  by  bofls ;  or  in  the  portal  die.  j 

Quercens,  Equicolus  all-bright  in  fleel, 
Harmon  and  daring  Tmarus,  fled,  or  fell.  930 

To  dire  extremes  the  riling  rage  proceeds ; 
The  flaughter  fwells,  and  the  fierce  battle  bleeds. 
No  more  imprifon'd  in  their  walls  they  wait ; 
All  Troy  at  once  came  pouring  to  the  gate  : 
Now,  flufh'd  with  blood,  in  bold  excurfion  far        935 
Rufh  the  flern  bands,  and  mix  in  clofer  war. 

But  in  a  diil:ant  quarter  long  engag'd, 
Amidft  the  foes  the  Daunian  hero  rag'd : 
When  to  the  prince  a  meffenger  rcLitcs, 
That  Troy  had  open'd  wide  her  maffy  gates  ;  940 

And,  heaps  on  heaps  the  late  imprifon'd  train 
Broke  forth,  and  ftretcli'd  the  flaughter  o'er  the  plain. 
This  .heard,  with  fury  fparkling  in  his  eyes. 
Fierce  to  engage  the  giant  chiefs  he  flics. 
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Firfl,  by  his  lance,  Antiphates  lay  dead,  P4^ 

Sarpedon's  offspring  by  a  Theban  bed ; 
The  whizzing  lance,  with  all  his  force  addrefs'd, 
Transfixt  the  foe,  and  panted  in  his  breall : 
Warm'd  in  the  lungs  the  heaving  jav'hn  l?ood  : 
Wide  gapes  the  wound,  and  pours  a  purple  flood.   95(5 
Now  Eryraanthus,  now  brave  Merops  fell ; 
Then  funk  Aphydnus  to  the  Ihades  of  hell. 
Next,  while  he  threats  revenge  with  fiery  eyes. 
Beneath  the  chief  the  mighty  Bitias  dies : 
No  vulgar  lance  the  valiant  vidor  toft  or  e 

(In  that  huge  bulk  a  vulgar  lance  was  loft) ; 
A  ftrong,  vaft,  weighty  fpear,  the  hero  threw, 
A  fpear  that  roar'd  like  thunder  as  it  flev/. 
Not  two  bull-hides,  within  the  buckler  roU'd, 
Nor  double  pond'rous  plates,  and  fcales  of  gold,     960 
Th'  impetuous  weapon,  wing'd  with  death,  could  ftay ; 
But  ftretch'd  in  dull:  the  giant  warrior  lay  : 
As  the  huge  champion  falls,  the  fields  refound. 
And  his  broad  buckler  thunders  on  the  ground. 
So  from  the  Baian  mole,  whofe  ftrudlures  rife  965 

High  o'er  the  flood,  a  maliy  fragment  flies; 
The  rapid  rolling  pile  all-headlong  ivvesvs. 
With  one  vaft  length  of  ruin,  to  the  deeps ; 
Thick  boil  the  billows  ;  and  on  ev'ry  fide. 
Work  the  dark  fands,  and  blacken  all  the  tide  :      9^0 
The  trembling  fliores  of  Prochyta  refound. 
And  burning  Arime  fhakes  wide  around  ; 
The  mafs,  by  Jove,  o'er  huge  Typhoeus  fpread  ; 
The  giant  hears  the  peal  ;  and,  feiz'd  with  dread. 
Starts,  turns,  and  bellows  on  his  fiery  bed.         975 
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Now  Mars  himfelf  infpires  the  Latian  band. 
Warms  cw^y  heart,  and  llrengthens  ev'ry  hand  ; 
And,  while  he  turns  their  trembling  foes  to  fight. 
The  kindling  legicns  gather  to  the  fight ; 
Danger  nor  death  their  furious  courfe  controls,        980 
And  all  the  god  came  rufhing  on  their  fouls  ! 

His  brotlier  flain  when  Pandarus  beheld. 
And  faw  the  changing  fortune  of  the  field. 
He  fets  his  ample  fhoulders  to  the  weight. 
And  turns  th'  enormous  hinges  of  the  gate  ;  985 

But  left,  unmindful,  as  the  folds  he  clos'd, 
A  croud  of  friends  to  certain  death  expos'd ; 
And,  with  himfelf,  includes  the  trembling  train 
Of  troops,  who  rufh'd  tumultuous  from  the  plain. 
Fool  1  not  to  fee  the  dreadful  Turnus  there,  993 

Mix'd  with  the  crouds  amidli  the  flying  war  ; 
But  in  the  walls  the  furious  chief  to  hold. 
Like  feme  fierce  tyger  midll  the  trembling  fold  ! 
Loud  cla{h  his  arms ;  and,  as  he  tow'rs  on  high, 
Flafh  the-  keen  flames  from  his  tremendous  eye  ;      995 
Nods  his  proud  crei},  and  formidably  plays  ; 
And  from  his  fliield  the  ftrenmy  lightnings  blaze. 

Too  foon,  with  dire  furprife,  the  Trojans  know 
The  dreadful  front  of  their  viilorious  foe.     . 
Strait  fir'd  with  vengeance  for  his  brother  flain,    1000 
Springs  forth  fierce  Pandarus,  and  thus  began  ; 

Behold  the  Trojan  camp,  a  fatal  fcene  ! 
No  bridal  pnlace  of  the  Latian  queen. 
No  native  Ardea,  prince,  you  here  defcry, 
]&ut  hoftile  walls ;  and  'tis  in  yarn  to  fly.  J005 
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In  that  vaft  bulk  if  any  foul  refide. 
Come,  try  thy  might  (the  prince  fedate  reply'd ;) 
Go,  and  old  Priam's  trembling  fpirit  tell, 
A  new  Achilles  plung'd  thy  foul  to  hell. 

Then,  firll,  his  knotted  fpear  the  Trojan  threw  ;  1 0 1  o 
Rough  with  the  bark  the  pond'rous  weapon  flew  ; 
But  mighty  Juno  caus'd  it  far  to  glance. 
And  in  the  portal  fixt  the  quiv'ring  lance. 

But  hope  not  thou  to  'fcape  this  fword  of  mine, 
Aim'd  by  a  farer,  llronger  hand  than  thine,  1 0 1 5 

The  hero  cry'd — Then  flies  cgainli  the  fo^ 
With  the  bright  blade  ;  and  riies  to  the  blow  ; 
Sudden  the  iword  tempeftuous  cleaves  in  nvain 
His  cheeks,  and  finks  deep-bury'd  in  the  brain. 
Diilain'd  with  blood,  his  clafning  arms  refound,    I023 
And,  as  he  fell,  he  fhook  the  purpled  ground  : 
There,  as  the  m.ighty  bulk  lay  ilretch'd  along. 
In  equal  Ihares  the  parted  vifage  hung. 

Pale  with  new  horror  at  the  dreadful  fight. 
On  ev'r"  fide  the  Trojans  urge  their  flight.  1025 

Then  had  the  viclor  broke  the  barriers  down. 
And  call'd  his  focial  troops  to  llorm  the  town. 
That  day  had  feen  their  warlike  labours  o'er  ; 
And  ruir.'d  Troy  had  been  a  name  no  more. 
But  the  mad  chief  wiih  boundlefs  {laughter  glows,  1030 
And  rage  infitiate  drives  him  on  the  foes. 
Firfr,  valiant  Phalaris  ;  next  Gyges  fell ; 
Deep  through  his  knee  he  drove  the  pointed  fteeL 
Then  from  the  dead  the  reekmg  darts  he  drew. 
And  in  their  backs  trans nx'd  the  flying  crew.        1055 
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New  ftrength,  new  courage,  Juno  flill  fupply'd; 

And  .now  brave  Halys  and  great  Pheg€us  dy'd  : 

Alcander,  Prytanis,  Noemon  fall. 

With  warlike  Halius,  on  th'  embattled  wall. 

High  on  the  works  engag'd  in  other  fight—  1040 

Next  flew  his  flaming  faulchion  to  tlie  right. 

And  flruck  bold  Lynceus  as  he  call'd  around 

For  aid,  and  bi-av'd  him  on  the  lofty  mound. 

At  one  juil:  llroke  his  head  and  helmet  fly 

Before  the  fword,  and  far  at  diftance  lie.  1^45 

Then  fierce,  on  Amycus  the  warrior  came, 

Whofe  fatal  arrow  pierc'd  the  favage  game  ; 

Who  dipp'd  th'  envenom'd  fteel  with  matchlefs  art. 

And  double  arm'd  with  deatli  the  pointed  dart. 

Next  Clytius  fell,  though  fprung  of  race  divine;   1050 

Soft  Cretheus  laft,  the  darling  of  the  nine  ; 

Well  was  he  ikill'd,  in  facred  flrains  to  nv.g. 

Tune  the  f.veet  lyre,  and  fweep  the  trembling  ftring ; 

Arms,  and  the  toils  of  heroes,  to  recite. 

The  plunging  furious  fl:eed3,and  thunder  of  the  iight.  1055 

Now  heard  the  chiefs,  who  led  the  Trojan  band. 
What  numbers  fell  by  Turnus'  conqu'ring  hand ; 
Fierce  they  advance  ;  when  foon  appear  in  fight. 
The  flaught'ring  hero,  and  their  troops  in  flight. 
And  where?  (great  Mnellheus  rais'd  his  voice  on  high) 
Where,  to  what  other  ramparts  would  you  fly;      106 1 
Shall  one,  and  he  inclos'd  within  your  wall. 
One  rafli,  imprifon'd  warrior  vanquifli  all  ? 
With  rage  refiftlefs,  half  an  hofl  dellroy  ; 
And  openev'ry  bleeding  vein  of  Troy  ?  1065 

Calm 
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Calm  you  look  on,^  and  fee  the  furious  foe 
Plunge  crouds  of  heroes  to  the  fhades  below ; 
Still  fhall  your  king,  ye  bafe  abandon 'd  train. 
Your  country,  and  your  gods,  demand  your  aid  in  vain  ? 
Rous'd  by  thefe  words,  they  rally  from  afar,     1070 
Breathing  revenge,  and  gath'ring  to  the  war  : 
The  Daunian  chief  {brinks  backward  from  the  foes. 
Where  round  the  works  "the  mighty  river  flows : 
The  Trojans  Ihout ;  and,  with  new  tranfport  fir'd, 
Rufh  on  embody 'd,  as  the  prince  retired.  1075 

As  when  with  tilted  fpears  the  clam'rous  train 
Invade  the  brindled  monarch  of  the  plain. 
The  lordly  favage  from  the  fhouting  foe 
Retires,  majeftically  ftern,  and  flow. 
Though  flngly  impotent  the  croud  to  dare,  ig8o 

Repel,  or  ftand  their  whole  colledted  war  ; 
Grim  he  looks  back ;  he  rolls  his  glaring  eye ; 
Defpairs  to  conquer ;  and  difdains  to  fly. 
So  Turnus  paus'd  ;  and  by  degrees  retir'd ; 
Wiiile  fliame,  difdain,  and  rage,  the  hero  fir'd.    1085 
Yet  twice,  ev'n  then,  he  flew  amid  the  train. 
And  tv\dce  he  chas'd  them  o'er  their  walls  again. 
But  now  from  all  the  camp  their  forces  ran 
Full  on  the  chief;  an  army  on  a  man  ! 
Nor  longer  heav'n's  great  emprefs  from  on  high    1090 
Dares  v/ith  new  flrength  th'  exliauded  prince  fupply : 
For  winged  Iris  from  the  realms  above 
Brought  the  fevere  decree  of  angry  Jove, 
That  bad,  with  threats,  th'  imperial  queen  recal 
Her  favour'd  hero  from  the  Trojan  wall.  1095 

Now 
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Now  his  tir'd  arm  refus'd  the  fword  to  wield ; 
Now  flew  the  da:ts,  and  planted  all  his  Ihield. 
The  ftones  now  rattle  ;  now  the  jav'lins  fing. 
Indent  his  arms,  and  on  his  helmet  ring. 
A  tboufand  weapons  round  his  temples  lay,  1 1  oo 

And  ftrike  the  honours  of  his  creil  away. 
Thick  and  more  thick  the  foes  their  lances  fped. 
With  mighty  ]\ineiLheus  thund'ring  at  their  head. 
Pale,  breathlefs,  faint,  and  black  with  dull,  in  ftreams 
The  f,\eat  defcends  from  all  his  trembling  limbs.   1 105 
Arm'd  as  he  was  (thus  prefs'd  en  ev'ry  fide), 
Ke  plurig'd  at  laft,  undaunted,  in  the  tide. 
The  facred  river,  for  the  welcome  load, 
Spreads  his  wide  arms,  and  wafts  him  down  the  flood  : 
The  hero  to  his  hoit  the  farges  bear>  1 1  lO 

Cleans'd  from  the  horrid  llains  of  flaughter,  blood,  and 
war. 


End  of  the  Ninth  Book, 
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Vol.  LIII. 


ARGUMENT. 

Jupiter  calls  a  council  of  the  gods,  and  forbids  them  to 
engage  in  either  party.  At  the  return  of  ^neas  there 
is  a  bloody  battle.  Turnus  kills  Pallas :  ^neas, 
Laufus  and  Mezentius.  Mezentius  is  defcribed  as 
an  atheiil: ;  Laufus  as  a  pious  and  virtuous  youth. 
The  different  anions  and  death  of  thefe  two  are  the 
fobjed  of  a  noble  epifode. 
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BOOK    X. 
O  W  wide  unfold  th'  eternal  gates  of  Jove : 


Th'  ethereal  king  convenes  the  pow'rs  above. 
Beneath  his  eye,  both  hofts,  in  full  furve)% 
The  fpacious  world,  and  vaft  creation  lay  ; 
There  in  the  ilarry  courts,  inthron'd  on  high,  5 

Sate  the  majellic  fenate  of  the  Iky, 
Rank'd  by  degrees,  along  the  bright  abodes ; 
To  whom  the  king  of  men,  and  father  of  the  gods ; 

What  difcord  fires  your  minds,  celeltial  train  ? 
Why  v/as  our  facred  mandate  urg'd  in  vain  ?  10 

Did  not  your  fov'reign  lord  his  will  declare. 
That  Troy  and  Latium  fliould  not  v/age  the  war? 
Why  are  we  difobey'd  ?  Wliat  vain  alarms 
Inflame  their  fouls  to  flaughter,  blood,  and  arms  ? 
The  dellin'd  time  will  wing  its  fatal  way,  1 5 

(Nor  need  your  rage  anticipate  the  day) 
When  Carthage,  with  her  proud  viilorious  pow'rs. 
Shall  burft,  like  thunder,  o'er  the  Roman  tow'rs. 
Break  the  ftrong  Alpine  adamantine  chains. 
Pour  down  the  hills,  and  deluge  all  the  plains.  20 

Then,  with  full  licence,  your  unbounded  hate 
And  ftern  revenge  may  crufh  the  Trojan  ftate. 
Till  then,  ye  pow'rs,  from  wrath  and  difcord  ceafe. 
And  let  the  nations  join  in  leagues  of  peace. 

R  2  Thus, 
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Thus,  from  the  throne,  in  fhort,  almighty  Jove;      25 

And  thus,  at  large,  the  beauteous  queen  of  love: 

O  fire  of  men  below,  and  gods  on  high  ! 

(For  to  what  other  povv'r  can  Venus  fly  ?) 

Doft  thou  not  fee  yon  fierce  Rutulian  train  ? 

With  what  fuccefs  proud  Turnus  fweeps  the  plain !     30 

Rapt  by  his  fteeds,  triumphant  on  his  car. 

The  dreadful  hero  rules  the  florm  of  war. 

Not  walls  can  guard  my  Trojans  now  from  fate  ; 

For,  lo  I  grim  {laughter  rages  in  the  gate  1 

With  hoftile  bands  the  walls  are  cover'd  o'er,  3  5 

And  the  deep  trenches  float  with  tides  of  gore  ! 

My  fon  is  abfent,  while  his  fubjefts  bleed  3 

But  muil  we  never  from  a  fiege  be  freed  ? 

For,  lo,  great  fire  !  a  fecond  army  falls 

On  rifing  Troy,  and  thunders  at  her  walls.  40 

In  Latian  fields  againft  the  Dardan  train. 

Behold  the  flern  Tydides  rife  again ! 

Sprung  though  I  am  from  thee,  prepar'd  I  fliand 

To  bleed  once  more — and  by  a  mortal  hand ! 

Yet,  if  againft  thy  will  the  Phrygian  holl:  4-5 

Have  left  their  Troy,  and  fought  the  Latian  coaft. 

Withdraw  thy  potent  aid,  O  fov'reign  god  ! 

And  bid  the  guilty  nation  mourn  in  blood  1 

But  fince  fo  many  figns  their  courfe  compel. 

The  voice  of  heav'n,  and  oracles  of  heil;  50 

Why  dares  another  pow'r  thy  will  debate,; 

Or  thwart  th'  unalterable  courfe  of  fate  ? 

Her  boundlefs  vengeance  why  iliould  I  repeat  ? 

How  on  Sicilian  Ihores  flie  fir'd  the  fleet  ? 

How 
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How  file  difpatch'd  to  yonder  world  below,  ^^ 

With  that  dire  charge,  the  goddefs  of  the  bow  ? 

How  the  grim  tyrant  of  th'  ^clian  reign 

Let  loofe  th'  imprifon'd  whirlwinds  o'er  the  main  ? 

Hell  and  th'  infernal  pow'rs  were  yet  untry'd  ; 

All  hell  now  arms ;  and  rifes  on  her  fide.  60 

The  fierds,  the  Furies  range  the  realms  above. 

And  a6l  well  worthy  of  the  queen  of  Jove  ! 

Through  all  the  Latian  towns  Alecfto  iiies. 

And  her  black  vifage  blafts  the  golden  ikies  ! 

No  hopes  of  empire  now  my  thoughts  employ  65 

(Thefe  were  my  hopes,  when  fortune  fmU'd  on  Troy.) 

Let  Troy  and  Latium  fight  on  yonder  plains. 

And  fall  or  conquer  as  thy  will  ordains  j 

Since  to  the  Phrygian  race  yo  jr  h?.ughty  fpoufe 

No  fpot,  no  corner,  of  tiie  world  allows.  70 

Yet  I  implore  thy  grace,  almighty  fire, 

By  ruin'd  Troy,  yet  fmoking  from  the  fire ! 

Give  me,  at  leall,  the  royal  youth  to  bear 

(My  dear  Afcanius)  from  the  rage  of  war  ! 

(And  let  the  father,  where  your  vengeful  bride         75 

Or  fortune  points,  ftill  wander  o'er  the  tide  !) 

Th'  Idalian  realm  and  Amathus  are  mine  ; 

Cythera  fair,  and  Paphcs  the  divine  ; 

There  he  may  live  defended  from  the  foes. 

Loft  to  the  charms  of  fame,  in  foft  repofe.  8q 

Then  to  Aufonia  let  proud  Cartilage  come. 

And  hold  that  empire  once  decreed  to  Rome, 

O'er  the  wide  world  extend  her  boundlefs  pow'r  ; 

Our  hopes,  and  Jove's  own  promlfes,  no  more  ! 

R  3  What; 
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What  now  avails  it,  that  my  godlike  heir  85 

Broke  through  the  hoflile  fires,  and  'fcap'd  the  war ; 

Led  my  poor  exiles  to  the  Latian  plain. 

And  rais'd  a  city,  doom'd  to  fall  again  ; 

What  has  it  now  avail'd  him,  to  withftand 

Th'  exhauiled  dangers  both  of  Tea  and  land  ;  90 

His  lot  were  happier  had  he  fcorn'd  a  crown. 

And  flumber'd  o'er  his  ruin'd  native  town. 

O  1  give  their  Xanthus  to  the  wretched  train. 

Give  them  their  Simois,  with  their  wars  again  ! 

Let  Greece  in  arms  her  vengeful  holes  employ  95 

Ten  long  years  more,  and  ftorm  a  fecond  Troy  ! 

To  whom,  with  fury  fparkling  in  her  eyes, 
Reply'd  the  haughty  emprefs  of  the  Ikies  : 

And  v.'hy,  fay,  why,  O  goddefs  ?  am  I  prefl 
To  wake  the  wrath,  that  flumber'd  in  my  breaft  ?   100 
What  god,  or  mortal,  bad  your  fon  declare, 
Againft  the  Latian  lord,  fo  raih  a  war  ? 
Suppofe,  fate  call'd  him  to  the  Latian  plains. 
Or  (far  more  likely  mad  Caffandra's  Urains  !) 
Say,  did  we  bid  him  leave  his  town  behind,  105 

And  truil  the  mercy  of  the  fea  and  wind  ? 
Commit  the  war,  and  his  forfaken  Troy, 
To  fuch  a  head,  an  unexperienc'd  boy  ? 
To  court  the  Tufcans,  and  with  vain  alarms 
To  roufe  whole  nations  from  repofe  to  arms  ?  1 10 

What  god,  or  what  perverfe  intent  of  ours 
Mov'd  the  wife  prince  to  leave  his  rifmg  tow'rs  ? 
Say,  does  the  goddefs  of  the  bow  appear. 
Or  the  keen  fpite  of  vengeful  Juno,  here? 

'Th 
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*Tis  hard,  you  urge,  the  Latians  fhould  confpire     1 1 5 
To  wrap  th'  unfinifh'd  walls  of  Troy  in  £re  ; 
That  Turnus  lives,  and  holds  his  native  place 
(And  yet  he  fprung  from  our  immortal  race  ;) 
Was  it  lefs  hard,  that  Troy  embautled  came. 
To  wafte  the  Latian  lands  with  fvvord  and  flame  ?   120 
O'er  foreign  realms  to  propagate  her  fway. 
Join  fraud  to  force,  and  bear  their  fpoils  away  ? 
From  their  own  lords  the  plighted  brides  to  tear  ? 
To  proffer  peace,  and  yet  to  wage  the  war  ? 
You,  from  the  foe,  yoar  darling  fon  could  fhroud,  125 
And,  for  a  man  prefent  a  figur'd  cloud. 
You  from  your  navy  could  the  fires  reftrain. 
And  change  your  fhips  to  Nereids  of  the  main, 
Yet  in  her  friends  defence  is  Juno  feen  ? 
'Tis  a  high  crime  in  Jove's  imperial  queen  !  J30 

Your  fon,  belike,  is  abfent,  while  the  foe 
Invades  his  tow'rs ;— and  let  him  fHll  be  fo  !— 5 
Cythera's  ifle,  and  Amathus,  are  yours  ; 
The  Paphian  realms,  and  foft  Idalian  fhores. 
Why  fhouldli  thou  then  to  fights  a  race  incline,        135 
Long  fince  inur'd  to  rougher  wars  than  thine  ? 
Did  we  confpire  your  empire  to  deftroy  ? 
Did  we  urge  vengeful  Greece  to  ruin  Troy  ? 
We  ? — or  your  Paris  :  your  adult'rous  boy  ? 
Who  did  that  black  deilrucftive  crime  infpire  ?  140 

Who  fann'd  the  flame,  that  fet  two  worlds  on  fire  ? 
Did  the  lewd  youth,  at  Juno's  call,  convey. 
From  injiir'd  Sparta's  walls,  his  beauteous  prey  ? 
Did  we  procure  ?  did  we  retain  the  fair  ? 
And,  for  his  lufl,  fupport  a  ten  years  war  f  145 

R  4  Then* 


} 
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Then,  partial  goddefs,  then  had  been  your  time. 
To  fear  for  Troy,  on  that  perfidious  crime  ; 
But  now,  too  late,  unjuftly  you  complain. 
Now  vent  your  anger,  and  your  grief,  in  vain. 

Thus  fpoke  the  wrathful  queen ;  the  gods  dinde,  150 
And  in  mixt  murmurs  vote  on  either  fide  : 
So,  pent  in  woods,  at  fir  ft  with  fullen  found 
The  wind,  low-murm'ring,  rolls,  the  foreft  round  ; 
A  dreadful  fignal  to  the  naval  train. 
Of  the  loud  ftorms  impending  o'er  the  inain.  155 

Then  fpoke  th'  almighty  father,  as  he  fate 
Inthron'd  in  gold,  and  clos'd  the  great  debate. 
(Th'  attentive  winds  a  folemn  filence  keep  ; 
The  wond'ring  waves  lie  level  on  the  deep  ; 
Earth  to  her  centre  fhook  ;  high  heav'n  was  aw'd ;  1 60 
And  all  th'  immortal  thrones  ftood  trembling  at  the  god.) 

Hear  then  our  facrcd  will,  ye  pow'rs  above  ; 
And  mark  th'  unalterable  word  of  Jove. 
Since  you  refufe  to  bid  your  difcord  ceafe. 
And  join  the  nations  in  the  bonds  of  peace  ;  16^ 

Whatever  fchemes  or  hopes  the  parties  frame, 
Latium  and  Troy  to  Jove  are  both  the  fame  ; 
Whether  in  yon  fierce  leaguer  'tis  decreed 
That  haplefs  Ilion,  or  Hefperia  bleed. 
The  ftern  Rutulians  too  their  toils  lliall  know,  170 

And  ev'ry  ha  d  Ihall  work  its  weal  or  woe. 
Your  king,  inclin'd  to  neither  fide,  (hall  wait 
The  great  event,  and  leave  the  whole  to  fate. 
This  by  his  brother's  aweful  floods  he  fwore. 
That  through  the  black  infernal  regions  roar ;         175 

Gave 
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Gave  the  dreadful  fignal  of  the  folemn  nod. 
With  his  bent  brows  ;  the  fanflion  of  the  god  ! 
From  fky  to  Iky  the  ftrong  concuHion  rolls ; 
And  all  Olympus  trembled  to  the  poles. 
Thus  did  the  fire  the  high  contention  dofe;  1 8® 

Then  from  the  throne  maj efficacy  rofe ; 
With  him  at  once  the  facred  fenate  rife. 
And  to  his  palace  wait  the  fov'reign  of  the  fkies. 
Meanwhile,  at  ev'ry  gate,  the  Latian  pow'rs 
Croud  to  deftroy  their  foes,  and  fire  the  tow'rs.       183' 
By  hofts  furrounded,  in  defpair  to  fly, 
Clofe  in  their  trench,  the  helplefs  Trojans  lie. 
Yet  fome  undaunted  on  the  ramparts  ftand. 
And  guard  the  works  ;  a  brave,  but  flender  band. 
There,  fprung  from  Imbrafus,  bold  Afius  fhone :    190 
Thymoetes  next,  fam'd  Hicetaon's  fon. 
The  dread  AiTaraci  their  fuccour  bring ; 
With  them,  two  brothers  of  the  Lycian  king. 
Thybris  and  Caftor  next,  a  martial  pair. 
Full  in  the  front  repel  the  riimg  war,  195 

Thefe  Acmon  join'd,  from  fair  Lyrneffjs'  fhore; 
With  all  his  ftrength  a  broken  rock  he  bore  : 
He  match'd  his  brother  Mneffiieus'  wor.J'rous  might. 
And  his  father  great  Clytius  in  the  fight. 
Some,  pond'rous  ftones,  fome,  pointed  jav'lins  aim,  200 
And  gaul  the  foe  witli  fhafts,  or  miSTive  flame. 
Amid  the  train,  bright  Venus'  darling  care, 
Afcanius  flione ;  his  beauteous  head  was  bare  ; 
A  golden  chain  confl:rains  his  locks,  that  deck 
In  glofly  fable  curls,  his  lovely  neck :  205 

So 
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So  fhines  a  gem,  illuftrious  to  behold. 
On  fome  fair  virgin's  neck  enchas'd  in  gold : 
So  the  furrounding  ebon's  darker  hue 
Improves  the  poHfh'd  ivory  to  the  view. 

Thee  too,  flern  Ifmarus,  O  chief  divine  !  210 

A  great  defcendant  of  the  Lydian  line, 
(Born  where  the  peafants  turn  the  coftly  mould, 
Enrich'd  by  bright  Padlolus'  tides  of  gold) 
The  holls  admir'd  ;  while  fierce  thy  twanging  bow 
Difcharg'd  thy  polfon'd  arrows  at  the  foe.  215 

Brave  Capys  next  fucceeds,  a  chief  of  fame. 
From  whom  proud  Capua  fmce  deriv'd  lier  name. 
Great  Mneilheus  clcs'd  the  band,  of  high  renown. 
Since  late  he  caft  bold  Turnus  from  the  town. 

Thefe  all  the  rigid  toils  of  fight  fuHain  ;  220 

Meantime,  by  night,  their  gen'ral  plows  the  main. 
For  when  the  prince  had  left  th'  Arcadian  coaft. 
And  fought  the  leader  of  the  Lydian  hoil: ; 
With  pray'rs  declar'd  his  bus'nefs,  race,  and  name. 
And  with  what  force  their  vengeful  tyrant  came  ;    225 
Kov/  the  Rutulian  rag'd ;  what  turns  of  fate 
And  chance  cf  war  attend  the  mortal  ftate ; 
Str-ait  with  the  league  propos'd,  the  chief  complies. 
And  joins  his  forces  to  his  new  al'ies. 

Now,  uncontrol'd  by  fate,  the  martial  train,       230 
Led  by  a  foreign  hero,  cleave  the  main  : 
In  pomp,  before,  Eneas'  gaily  pall; 
His  lofty  fiern  the  Phrygian  lions  grac'd ; 
There,  banifh'd  Troy's  delight,  her  fculptur'd  Ide, 
Hangs  o'er  the  foamy  furge,  and  ll.ades  the  tide.    235 

Here 
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Here  fate  the  chief  with  various  thoughts  oppreft. 

The  fate  of  war  revolving  in  his  breall ; 

Clofe  by  his  fide  th'  Arcadian  prince  inquires 

Of  the  fwift  motions  of  the  heav'nly  fires ; 

What  feas  he  meafur'd ;  and  what  lands  he  fought ;  240 

What  ftorms  he  fufter'd,  and  what  fields  he  fought. 

Ye  mufes !  now  unlock  your  facred  fpring, 
Infpire  the  bard,  and  teach  him  how  to  fing. 
What  fhips,  what  heroes,  what  auxiliar  holb, 
Sail'd  with  ^neas  from  the  Tufcan  coails.  245 

The  Tiger  firfl  the  foamy  fiocd  divides. 
And  bears  a  thoufand  warriors  through  the  tides. 
Who  came  beneath  great  Maflicus'  command. 
From  Cofa's  turrets,  and  the  Clufian  land. 
Clofe  to  their  fides  their  polilh'd  quivers  fate ;  250 

Strung  were  their  bows ;  their  arrows  v/ing'd  with  fate. 

Six  hundred  move  beneath  fierce  Abas'  care. 
From  Populonia  to  the  field  of  war. 
Rich  in  her  endlefs  beds  of  fleely  ore. 
The  rugged  Ilva  fends  three  hundred  more ;  255 

All,  train'd  to  fight ;  all,  glorious  to  behold ; 
And,  on  the  flern,  ApoRo  flam'd  in  gold. 

With  groves  of  waving  fpears,  in  thick  array. 
From  Pifa's  walls  a  thoufand  took  their  way ; 
They  march  embattled  from  the  Tufcan  land,  260 

And  great  Afylas  leads  the  martial  band ; 
Afylas,  fkilful  fage  !  whofe  piercing  eyes 
Difcern'd  all  figns  on  earth,  or  in  the  ikies. 
His  heart  from  entrails  certain  omens  drew. 
From  flars  and  birds,  and  lightnings  as  they  flew.  265 

Next 
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Next  beauteous  Altur  plough'd  the  wat'ry  field. 
Proud  of  his  bounding  fteed  and  fculptur'd  fhield ; 
From  where  old  Pyrgus'  lofty  turrets  rife. 
And  rank  Gravifcan  marlhes  taint  the  Ikies, 
Where  Csere  groan'd  beneath  Mezentius'  reign. 
And  gurgling  Minio  glitters  o'er  the  plain ; 
Three  hundred  march  beneath  the  leader's  care. 
Breathing  revenge,  and  eager  all  for  war. 

Nor  thou  unfung,  brave  Cinyras,  fhall  pafs. 
The  martial  chief  of  the  Ligurian  race  ; 
Nor  thou,  Cupavo,  under  who.e  command, 
Advanc'd  to  fight  a  fmall,  but  vaUant  band. 
AVhite  plumes  adorn  thy  crefl,  and  wave  above, 
ExpreiTive  of  thy  fire*,  transform'd  by  love. 
While  for  his  Phaeton  his  forrows  flow. 
And  foft  harmonious  ftrains  beguile  his  woe ; 
While  in  the  dulky  poplar  grove  he  made 
His  melting  moans,  beneath  the  fillers  fliadej 
O'er  all  the  man  the  fnowy  feathers  rife. 
And  in  a  tuneful  fwan  he  mounts  the  fkies. 
Now  his  great  oiF-fpring  with  his  fecial  train. 
In  the  huge  Centaur  plough'd  the  roaring  main. 
High  on  the  prow  the  figur'd  m.onfler  ilood. 
And  fhock  a  rocky  fragment  o'er  the  flood. 
The  founding  keel  the  thronging  waves  disjoin'<l. 
That  foam,  and  whiten,  in  long  tracks  behind. 

Next  warlike  Ocnus  brought  his  troops  along. 
From  prefcient  Mantp  and  great  Tyber  fprung ; 

*  Cycnus. 
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By  him,  fair  Mantua  rofe ;  immortal  town  ! 

And  from  his  mother's  name  deriv'd  her  own.         295 

Her  mighty  walls,  illuftrious  founders  grace. 

Of  diiFrent  countries,  and  a  diiPrent  race. 

Three  tribes  diftin«fl  poflefs  her  fertile  lands. 

And  four  fair  cities  every  tribe  commands. 

Proud  of  her  Tufcan  line,  with  glory  crown'd,        300 

She  reigns  the  miibefs  of  the  nations  round. 

Next,  gen'rous  hate  to  ftem  Mezentius  draws 
Five  hundred  more,  in  freedom's  facred  caufe. 
Where,  crown'd  with  reeds,  the  Mincio  takes  his  courfe 
From  old  Benacus'  venerable  fource,  305 

In  one  vaft  ihip  he  pours  the  warlike  train, 
Down  through  his  native  channel  to  the  main. 
Fierce  for  revenge,  the  great  Auletes  guides 
Th'  enormous  bulk,  that  labours  through  the  tides. 
An  hundred  pines  the  boiling  ocean  fweep,  3 1  o 

Plough  the  white  waves,  and  lafh  the  bellowing  deep. 
A  mighty  Triton,  figur'd  on  the  prow, 
vVith  his  loud  trump  alarms  the  fca  below. 
Down  to  his  waift  the  human  form  defcends. 
But  in  a  whale  th'  amphibious  mcnller  ends.  315 

Swift  as  he  fwims,  the  waters  fly  before  ; 
And,  dalh'd  beneath  the  god,  the  frothy  furges  roar. 

So  many  chiefs  in  thirty  veflels  ride 
To  Troy's  defence,  and  cleave  the  fparkling  tide. 

Now  radiant  Cynthia,  through  th'  ethereal  height. 
Rode  in  the  folemn  chariot  of  the  night.  32! 

Fixt  at  the  ftern,  the  helm  ^neas  plies  ; 
No  creeping  (lumber  (cah  his  careful  eyes. 

Amicf 
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Amid  the  feas,  he  meets  the  wond'rous  train 

Of  fhips  transform'd  to  Nereids  of  the  main  ;  325 

As  many  goddefles,  as  flood  before. 

With  brazen  beaks,  tall  veffels  on  the  fhore. 

They  know  the  chief  from  far,  and  in  a  ring 

The  dancing  Nymphs  inclofe  their  wond'ring  king. 

The  firll  whofe  eloquence  excell'd  the  reft,  330 

Above  the  waves  advanc'd  her  ivory  breaft  ; 

Held  with  one  hand  the  ftern,  while  one  divides. 

With  many  an  eafy  ftroke,  the  filent  tides  : 

And  doft  thou  wake,  great  offspring  of  the  fkies  ? 

Wake  ftill,  and  open  ev'ry  fail  (ihe  cries :)  335 

Thy  fhips  are  we  that  once  on  Ida  flood. 

Now  chang'd  by  heav'n  to  Nereids  of  the  flood. 

When  the  perfidious  proud  Rutulian  came 

With  the  dread  fword,  and  the  devouring  flame. 

We  burft  our  anchors,  by  the  foe  compell'd,  340 

And  fought  our  mafler  o'er  the  vvat'ry  field. 

Thefe  forms  the  mother  of  the  ikies  beflow'd. 

And  made  each  fhip  a  goddefs  of  the  flood  : 

Low  in  the  facred  feas  our  court  we  keep. 

And  dwell  beneath  the  roarings  of  the  deep.  345 

Shut  in  the  town,  remains  thy  royal  heir, 

Midft  all  the  terrors  of  the  Latian  war. 

The  brave  Arcadian  horfe,  and  Tufcan  hoft. 

Have  reach'd  the  land,  and  feiz'd  th'  appointed  pofl. 

The  Daunian  chief  has  fent  a  fquadron  down  350 

To  flop  their  deftin'd  progrefs  to  the  town. 

Rife,  hero  !  rife  ;  and,  with  the  dawning  light, 

Lead  all  th'  impatient  warriors  to  the  iight. 

With 
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With  thy  Vulcanian  orb  invade  the  field. 
That  golden,  bright,  impenetrable  fhield.  355 

The  morning  fon  (nor  think  my  promife  vain  !) 
Shall  fee  vaft  heaps  of  fierce  Rutulians  flain. 
This  faid  ;  the  goddefs  (for  fhe  knew  the  way) 
Pufh'd  the  light  vefiel  o'er  the  glaffy  fea  : 
Swift  as  a  jav'lin,  or  a  ftorm  fhe  flew  ;  360 

And,  wing'd  with  rival  fpeed,  her  courfe  the  reft  purfue. 

While  at  the  fight  the  hero  Hood  amaz'd. 
The  profp'rous  fign  his  bounding  fpirits  rais'd. 
Then,  as  he  fixt  on  heav'n  his  joyful  eyQs, 
To  potent  Cybele  the  warrior  cries  :  365 

Great  guardian  queen  of  Ida's  hills  and  woods. 
Supreme,  majeilic  mother  of  the  gods  I 
Whofe  flrong  defence  proud  tow'ring  cities  fhare. 
While  roaring  lions  whirl  thy  mighty  car  ! 
Oh  1  kindly  fecond  this  aufpicious  fign,  37<5f 

And  grace  thy  Phrygians  with  thy  aid  divine. 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  the  combat  I  require. 
My  bofom  kindles,  and  my  foul's  on  fire  I 

He  faid  ;  and  now  the  bright  revolving  day 
Elaz'd  o'er  the  world,  and  chas'd  the  {hades  away;  375 
When  firfl  the  hero  bade  the  train  prepare. 
All  rang'd  beneath  their  baimers,  for  the  war ; 
Roufe  for  the  charge  their  courage,  and  excite 
Their  martial  ardor,  to  provoke  the  fight. 

As  on  his  flern  the  godlike  warrior  Hands,  380 

And  vievvs  diltincl  his  camp  and  focial  bands  ; 
High  in  his  hand  the  golden  ihield  he  rais'd  : 
Wide  o'er  the  flood  the  firong  effulgence  blaz'd. 

Fir'd 
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Fir'd  with  new  hopes,  the  joyful  Trojans  fpy 

The  ftiining  orb  ;  their  darts  and  jav'lins  fly  ;     385 

And  their  loud  clamours  tempeft  all  the  fky.' 

Lefs  loud  the  thick-embody'd  cranes  repair. 

In  ranks  embattled,  through  the  clouds  of  air  ; 

When,  at  the  fignal  giv'n,  they  leave  behind. 

With  rapid  flight,  the  pinions  of  the  wind.  390 

Amaz'd  fliood  Turnus,  and  their  Latian  foes. 
Nor  knew  from  whence  the  ludden  tranfport  rofe  ; 
Till  all  th'  advancing  navy  they  furvey, 
A  floating  fcene,  that  cover'd  half  the  fea. 
From  great  ^Eneas'  crelt  the  lightnings  ftream,        395 
And  his  bright  helmet  darts  a  ruddy  gleam ; 
A  length  of  flames  the  mighty  fliield  difplays. 
Shoots  flres  on  fires,  and  pours  a  boundlefs  blaze. 
So  the  dire  comet,  with  portentous  light 
And  baleful  beams,  glares  dreadful  in  the  night :    400 
So  the  red  dog-fl:ar,  v/hen  he  mounts  on  high. 
And  with  his  fatal  fplendor  fires  the  Iky, 
Scares  the  pale  nations ;  for  his  burning  breath 
Darts  down  difeafe,  blue  peftilence,  and  death. 
But  fl:ill,  undaunted,  Turnus  urg'd  the  train,  405 

To  feize  the  fliore,  and  drive  them  to  the  main. 

Lo !  what  you  long  have  wifli'd,  to  prove  your  might. 
The  hour!— the  place! — the  foe! — the  promised  fight!— 
Your  wives,  your  fons,  your  country  calls  you  on. 
Your  great  forefathers  glories  and  your  own.  4 1  o 

Now  while,  with  flidd'ring  fl:eps,  to  gain  the  land 
The  Trojans  toil  j  defcend  we  to  the  flrand ; 

Soon 
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Soon  as  on  yonder  Ihore  our  bands  appear. 

One  noble  flroke,  my  friends,  iliall  end  the  war: 

The  brave  command  fuccefs. — The  hero  faid  ;         415 

Then  with  himfelf  for  one  cool  moment  weigh 'd. 

To  the  bold  tafk  what  chofen  troops  to  call. 

And  to  what  bands  entruil  the  leagiier'd  wall. 

Meantime  the  hero  lands  his  warlike  train ; 
Some  watch,  impatient,  the  retreating  main  ;         420 
Then  vault,  and  feize  the  half-recover'd  lliores ; 
Some  fiide,  more  vent'rous,  down  the  bending  oars. 
A  place  at  length  the  daring  Tarchon  fpy'd, 
Where  in  fmooth  fwellings  roU'd  an  ealy  tide ; 
There,  as  no  waters  break,  no  billows  roar,  425 

He  fears  no  fboals,  but  hopes  a  friendly  ihore. 
Thither  his  vefiels  from  the  deep  he  drew. 
And  eager  thus  exhorts  the  naval  crew : 
Now,  now,  my  friends,  exert  your  utmoil  force. 
Ply,  ply  your  oars,  and  urge  the  furious  courfe.      430 
Pufh,  heave  your  defp'rate  gallies  to  the  ilrand ; 
Plough  with  your  beaks  and  keels  the  hoftile  land. 
My  fole  ambition  is  to  gain  the  co^t  i\ : 
And  then — no  matter — let  the  fliip  be  loft. 

So  fpoke  th'  impatient  chief;  and,  as  he  fpoke,  435 
They  ply  their  oars,  and  life  to  ev'ry  ftroke. 
Full  on  the  land  the  ruihing  vcffels  bore. 
Till  with  their  prows  they  cleave  the  fandy  Ihore. 
Safe  to  the  (helving  beach  the  gallies  run ; 
All  'fcap'd  the  fhock,  brave  Tarchon,  but  thy  own.  44^^ 
Thy  own  amid  the  fhallows  rufh'd,  and  there 
Dafh'd  on  the  reck,  and  Hoping  hung  in  air : 

Vol.  LIII.  S  Preil 
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Preft  by  a  war  of  waves,  her  fliatter'd  fides 
Burft,  and  the  crew  plunge  headlong  in  the  tides. 
They  fwim,  incumber'd  with  their  broken  oars :     445 
The  floods  fupplant  their  feet,  and  bear  them  from  the 
Ihores. 
Meantime  againft  the  Trojans,  on  the  coaft. 
Brave  Turnus  led  his  clofe  embattled  hoft. 
The  fprightly  trumpets  found  with  martial  ftrains. 
When  great  -^neas  charg'd  the  Latian  fwains;        450 
The  valiant  Theron  flew,  with  matchlefs  might. 
The  firil  aufpicious  omen  of  the  fight; 
A  giant  chief;  his  furious  courfe  he  held 
Againft  the  prince,  the  foremoft  of  the  field. 
Fierce  thro'  his  fliield  and  mail  (an  op'ning  wide  !)  455 
Flew  the  fwift  fword,  and  pierc'd  the  warrior's  fide. 
Then  Lycas  bled,  and  ftain'd  the  thirfty  ftiore. 
To  Phoebus  facred  from  his  natal  hour ; 
Ripp'd  from  the  womb,  the  infant  'fcap'd  the  flee! ! 
The  man,  unhappy  I  by  the  faulchion  fell.  460 

Gyas  and  CilTeus  next  the  hero  flew. 
As  their  huge  clubs  whole  armies  overthrew. 
Vain  was  their  ftrength,  their  bulk,  their  martial  fire. 
Vain  their  Herculean  arms,  and  boailed  fire, 
Alcides'  friend;  whofe  glorious  fteps  he  trod,  465 

While  earth  fupply'd  new  monfters  for  the  god. 
As  loudly- vaunting,  haughty  Pharos  flood, 
Fixt  in  his  throat,  the  jav'lin  drank  his  blood. 
On  Cydon  next,  who,  fir'd  with  lawlefs  joy. 
Fair  Clytius  courted  and  carefs'd  the  boy,  470 

With 
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With  all  his  force  the  mighty  hero  drove. 

And  foon  had  finifh*d  his  prepoft'rous  love ; 

Soon  had  the  youth,  expiring  on  the  fhore. 

Sunk,  and  indulg'd  his  guilty  flames  no  more ; 

But  Phorcus'  fons,  feven  valiant  warriors,  flew,      4-5 

And  all  at  once  their  vengeful  jav'lins  threw  ; 

Some  from  his  buckler  and  his  helm  rebound. 

Some,  turii'd  by  Venus,  glance  upon  the  ground. 

Thus  prefs'd,  thus  compais'd  round  on  ev'ry  fide. 

The  wrathful  prince  to  brave  Achates  cry'd;  480 

Bring,  bring  thofe  darts  (not  one  fliall  fly  in  vain) 

That  pierc'd  the  Grecians  on  the  Trojan  plain. 

Then  a  long  lance  with  all  his  might  he  cait. 

Thro'  Moon's  fliield  the  furious  weapon  pafs'd ; 

Thi*o*  the  ftrong  cuirafs  pierc'd  the  hilTmg  dart,      485 

Transfixt  his  breaft,  and  quiver'd  in  his  heart. 

The  good  Alcanor  lends  his  friendly  hand. 

To  raife  his  grov'ling  brother  from  the  fand ; 

But,  wing'd  with  death,  a  fecond  jav'lin  flies. 

Swift  as  the  firft,  and  flngs  along  the  Ikies ;  490 

Through  his  extended  arm  the  fpear  was  flung ; 

And  by  the  nerves  the  dying  member  hung. 

His  brother  Numitor  the  weapon  drew 

From  the  pale  corfe,  and  at  the  viilor  threw ; 

The  whizzing  dart  glanc'd  innocently  by,  49^ 

But  flightly  raz'd  Achates'  manly  thigh. 

Next  Claufus,flulh'd  with  youthful  ftrength  and  grace, 
(Claufus,  the  leader  of  the  Sabine  race) 
Beheld  the  mighty  Dryops  from  afar. 
And  launch'd  his  pointed  fpear  aloft  in  air,  t;oo 

S  2  Which 
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Which  plerc'd  his  throat ;  the  purple  hand  of  death 

Supprefs'd  the  voice,  and  ftopp'd  the  vital  breath. 

Headlong  he  falls ;  he  grovels  on  the  fhore. 

And  his  pale  mouth  ejedls  a  flood  of  gore. 

Still  rufhing  on,  the  chief  the  llaughter  fpread  ;      505 

By  various  deaths  three  fons  of  Boreas  bled. 

As  many  more,  poor  haplefs  youths  !  expire  ; 

Their  country  Thrace,  and  Idas  was  their  fire, 

Againft  the  prince  his  bands  Halefus  leads. 

And  fierce  MefTapus  lafti'd  his  fiery  Heed.  510 

In  furious  conflidt  mix'd,  both  armies  ftand 

On  the  firll  verge,  and  margin  of  the  land  ; 

They  meet,  they  fight ;  but  neither  gain,  nor  yield  ; 

And  level  hung  the  balance  of  the  field. 

As  when  the  winds  from  difF'rent  quarters  rife,       515 

Pour  to  the  charge,  and  combat  in  the  fkies. 

In  due  fufpence  the  ftruggling  tempefts  keep 

The  balanc'd  clouds,  and  poife  the  rolling  deep  ; 

The  winds  and  waves  oppos'd  with  equal  might. 


Still  undecided  hano;s  tli'  aereal  fi^ht : 

o  o 


520 


So  join  both  armies  in  the  dubious  fray  ; 

Thefe  fcorn'd  to  yield,  nor  thofe  can  win  the  day  ; 

All,  man  to  man,  ex:ert  the  martial  fire  ; 

All,  foot  to  foot,  or  conquer,  or  expire. 

But,  in  a  difF'rent  quarter,  where  the  floods        525 
Had  fpread  the  ground  with  fliatter'd  rocks  and  woods, 
Th'  Arcadian  fquadrons  fiom  their  flieeds  alight. 
And  wage  on  foot  an  unaccuftom'd  fight. 
Now  to  an  open  route  their  ranks  inclin'd. 
And  clofe  tlieir  foes  came  thund'ring  from  behind.  530 

This 
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This  faw  their  chief,  brave  Pallas,  with  defpair  ; 

He  faw,  and  flrove  to  flop  the  flying  war  ; 

And  thus  the  troops,  as  headlong  they  retir'd. 

With  pray'rs  he  mov'd,  or  with  reproaches  fir'd  : 

Whither,  ah,  whither  would  you  turn  your  flight?  535 

By  your  pall:  deeds  !  by  ev'ry  former  fight  ! 

By  all  your  triumphs !  by  your  fov'reign's  name  ! 

By  my  own  hopes  to  match  my  father's  fame  1 

Trufl  not  your  feet ;  your  hands  mull:  hew  your  way 

Through  yon  black  body,  and  that  thick  array.       5  4.0 

Here,  here,  your  country  calls  you  all,  to  fliare 

With  your  young  chief  the  glories  of  the  war. 

Rufh  to  the  fight ;  no  gods  our  arms  oppofe  ; 

Men,  like  ourfelves,  and  mortal,  are  our  foes. 

In  us  an  equal  llrength  and  foul  appears,  545 

Cur  hands  and  fpirits  are  as  bold  as  theirs. 

Lo  !  there  the  foes  our  bands  imprifon'd  keep  ! 

And  here  th'  eternal  barriers  of  the  deep  I 

Back  on  the  feas,  ye  daftards,  would  ye  fall  ? 

Or  hide  your  fnameful  heads  in  yon  beleaguer'd  wall  ?  5  $& 

He  faid  ;  and,  rufhing  on  the  hofiile  bands, 
Firft  in  his  way  ill-fated  Lagus  ftands  ; 
Low  as  he  Itoop'd,  a  mighty  ftone  to  rear. 
Full  in  the  reins  defcends  the  pointed  fpear ; 
Then,  as  he  difengag'd  the  dart  with  pain,  ^^5 

Fir'd  at  the  fight,  bold  Hifbon  rufli'd  in  vain 
Againft  the  prince  ;  the  prince  his  bofom  gor'd. 
And  plung'd  into  the  lungs  his  thund'ring  fword  : 
Next,  lewd  Anchemolus  his  faulchion  fped. 
Who  dar'd  to  llain  his  flep-dame's  facred  bed.         560 
S  ^  Yoa 


a6«  PITTAS    POEMS. 

You  too,  ye  Daucian  twins,  unhappy  pair  ! 

Laris  and  Thymber  !  perifli'd  in  the  v/ar  : 

So  Jike  your  features,  that  your  parents  look 

On  either  face,  but  each  for  eqch  miftook. 

Puzzled,  yet  pleas'd,  they  gaz'd  on  either  child,    565 

And  fondly  in  the  dear  delufion  fmii'd. 

Now  dears  brave  Pallas,  in  the  dire  debate^ 

The  nice  dillindion  by  a  different  fate. 

Thy  head,  fair  Tnyniber,  flies  before  die  f>vord  j 

Thy  hand,  poor  Laris,  fought  its  abfent  lord  ;        570 

Thy  dying  fingers,  quiv'ring  on  the  plain. 

With  Itarts  convulfive  grafp  the  fleel  in  vain. 

The  Arcadian  fquadrons,  by  their  prince  infpir'dj 
Rous'd  by  his  words,  by  his  example  fir'd, 
Difdain  to  fly,  and  arms  to  arms  oppofe  ;  575 

Grief,  fluime,  and  fury,  drive  them  on  the  foes. 
From  leuthras  and  from  Tyres,  on  his  car 
Pale  Rhoeteus  Ihoots  impetuous  through  the  war ; 
While  Pallas  his  fwift  dart  at  Ilus  threw. 
It  pierc'd  the  hapleis  warrior  as  he  flew.  580 

I'he  winged  death  the  haplefs  warrior  ftay'd^ 
And  for  a  fpace,  poor  Ilus'  fate  delay'd  ; 
He  tumbles  from  the  car,  diflain'd  with  gore. 
And,  grim  in  death,  lies  foaming  on  the  fhore. 
As,  when  the  fammer  glows  with  fervid  rays,  58.5 

The  fnepherd  fets  the  foreft  in  a  blaze. 
The  groves  all  kindle,  while  the  winds  confpire. 
And  with  their  breath  enrage  the  roaring  fire  : 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  conflagration  flies. 
Pours  o'er  the  fields,  and  thunders  to  the  ilcies  :      590 

On 
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On  fome  lleep  mountain  fits  the  joyful  fwain. 
While  the  victorious  flames  devour  the  plain. 
So  pleas'd,  brave  Pallas  fees  th'  Arcadian  povv'rs. 
All  fir'd  with  vengeance,  fweep  along  the  Ihores. 

Halefus  flew  to  meet  the  conqu'ring  foe  ;  595 

Sheath'd  in  bright  arms,  he  rofe  to  ev'ry  blow. 
Firft  Ladon  funk  beneath  his  pointed  fleel ; 
Then  great  Demodocus  and  Pheres  fell. 
While  bold  Strymonius  flies  before  the  band 
To  feize  his  throat ;  the  faulchion  lops  his  hand  :    600 
Hurl'd  from  his  arm,  a  ftone  defcended  full 
On  Thoas'  head,  and  crufli'd  the  batter'd  ikull. 
His  old  prophetic  Are,  with  tender  care, 
Conceal'd,  and  warn'd  Halefus  from  the  war. 
But  when  in  death  he  clos'd  his  aged  eyes,  605 

The  fatal  fillers  claim 'd  their  delHn'd  prize. 
Now  flood  the  warrior  (for  his  hour  drew  near) 
A  vidlim  facred  to  th'  Evandrian  fpear. 
His  jav'lin  Pallas  at  the  vidor  throws. 
But  firfl  the  youth  prefers  his  ardent  vows  ;  6 10 

O  father  Tyber  !  give  my  winged  dart. 
To  fly  direft  through  proud  Halefus'  heart ! 
His  arms  and  fpoils  thy  facred  oak  fliall  bear ; 
So  pray'd  the  youth  ;  the  god  allows  his  pray'r. 
Halefus  fliields  Imaon  from  the  foe,  615 

But  leaves  his  breaft  all-naked  to  the  blow. 
He  fell ;  his  fall  alarm'd  the  Latian  hoft  ; 
They  wept,  and  mourn'd  the  mighty  hero  lofl. 
But  foon  brave  Laufus  rais'd  them  from  defpair ; 
Laufus,  who  flione  confplcuous  in  the  war.  620 

S  4  Steru 
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Stern  Abas  firft  he  flew,  of  matchlefs  might. 

Who  ilood  unmov'd,  the  bulwark  of  the  fight. 

Now  bled  the  Tufcan,  now  th'  Arcadian  train. 

And  Troy's  bold  fons,  who  'fcap'd  the  Greeks  in  vain. 

Fierce  to  the  fight  beneath  their  chiefs  they  came ;  625 

Their  chiefs,  their  numbers,  and  iheir  ftrength,  the  fame. 

The  rear  clofe-prefrmg  to  the  dire  alarms, 

Th'  incumber'd  troops  fcarce  wield  their  ufelefs  arms. 

Here  Pallas  fires  his  train,  and  Laufus  there  ; 

In  all  their  charmxS  the  blooming  youths  appear.      630 

Poor,  hap]efs  youths !   alas  !  your  native  plain 

Mail  never,  never  blefs  your  eyes  again  I 

In  vain  would  you  engage  !  for  Jove  withrtands ; 

Both,  both  muft  fall  ;  but  fall  by  greater  hands  ! 

Now  Tarnus  to  the  aid  of  Laufus  came,  635 

Warn'd  by  his  fifter  *,  the  celeftial  dame  ; 
Through  cleaving  ranks  he  drives  his  kindling  car 
With  faricus  (peed,  and  thunders  through  the  war. 
Forbear,  forbear  ;  nor  touch  my  due,  he  cries  ; 
For  Pallas,  Pallas  is  your  leader's  prize.  640 

To  me,  to  me  alone,  belongs  the  fight : 
Oh  1  could  his  fire  be  witnefs  to  the  fight ! 
He  faid  ;  and  at  the  Vvord,  th'  obedient  train 
At  once  retir'd,  and  left  an  open  plain. 
The  youth  with  wonder  faw  the  parting  band,         645 
Heard  the  bold  challenge,  and  the  proud  command. 
With  many  a  fiery  glance  he  roll'd  his  eyes 
Around  his  manly  iim.bs,  and  ample  fize  ; 
And  to  his  haughty  foe,  in  Ihort,  replies : 
••*  Jururna. 

Now, 
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Now,  by  thy  royal  fpoils  I  will  acquire  650 

Immortal  fame;  or  glorioufly  e^-pire  ! 

Then  vaunt  no  more,  for  know,  almighty  Jove 

Beholds  the  fight,  impartial,  from  above. 

This  faid ;  amid  the  field  the  hero  ftrode  ; 

All-chiird  with  fear,  the  pale  Arcadians  ftood.        65  c 

The  Dauniin  chief  fprung  dreadful  from  the  car. 
And  rulh'd  on  foot,  impetuous  to  the  war ; 
Kufh'd,  as  a  lion,  from  the  mountain's  height. 
On  Tome  ftern  bull,  that  meditates  the  fight. 

But  foon  as  Pallas  fav/  the  prince  appear  660 

Within  due  dlilance  of  the  flying  fpear, 
Tho'  far  o'er-match'd,  the  youth  his  fortune  tries ; 
And,  ere  he  threw  the  dart,  invok'd  the  {kies : 
O  great  Alcides  !  by  my  father's  feall:, 
Thyfelf  vouchfaPd  to  grace,  a  glorious  guell:;         66^ 
Afilfc  his  fon,  and  crown  his  bold  defign  ; 
Let  Turnus  fall,  and  own  the  conqueft  mine  ; 
And,  Vv'hile  the  viflor  fpoils  tlie  bloody  prize. 
View  the  proud  trophy  with  his  clciing  eyes. 
His  ardent  pray'r  with  grief  Alcides  hears,  670 

And  pours  a  flood  of  unavailing  tears  ■ 
While  in  his  breall  he  check'd  th.^  rifmg  groan, 
Th'  all-gracious  father  footh'd  his  forrouing  fon: 

To  all  that  breathe,  is  fixt  th'  appointed  date ; 
Life  is  but  (hort,  and  circumfcrib'd  by  fate  :  6-/^ 

'Tis  virtue's  work,  by  fam.e  to  ftretch  the  fpan, 
Whofe  fcanty  limit  bounds  the  days  of  man. 
How  many  fons  of  gods  were  doom'd  to  fall, 
Great  as  tiiey  were  I  beneath  the  Trojan  wall  ? 

Great 
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Great  as  he  was !  among  the  mighty  dead,  680 

Ev'n  my  own  ibn,  the  brave  Sarpedon  bled : 

Fierce  Turnus  too  the  cruel  fates  attend. 

And  now,  ev'n  now,  his  race  is  at  an  end. 

1  his  faid  ;  th'  almighty  fov'reign  of  the  Qdcs 

Turns  from  the  fcene  of  blood  his  facred  eyes.        685 

Now  vith  full  force  his  jav'lin  Pallas  threw 
And  from  the  fheath  the  fhining  faulchion  drew. 
The  whizzing  fpear,  with  erring  courfe  impell'd. 
Flew  through  the  ringing  margin  of  the  fliield. 
And,  glancing,  raz'd  the  Ihoulder  of  the  foe. —     690 
Then  Turnus  fhook  the  lance ;  prepar'd  to  throw ; 
He  fhook  the  lance  ;  and  fee,  he  cry'd,  if  mine 
Reach  not  the  mark ;  a  furer  dart  than  thine  ! 
He  faid,  and  threw.     The  fpear  with  forceful  fvay 
Broke,  through  the  foliti  Ihieid,  its  deitin'd  wayj    695 
Through  ev'ry  fieely  plate,  and  brazen  fold. 
Through  ilrong  bull-hides,  around  the  buckler  roU'd; 
Through  tlie  thick  cuirafs  flew  the  furious  dart, 
IVansfix'd  his  breaft,  and  planted  in  his  heart. 
From  the  v,'ide  wound  in  vain  the  lance  he  tore,      700 
The  purple  foul  came  floating  with  the  gore. 
Down  funk  the  youth  ;  his  rattling  arms  refound ; 
He  fpurns,  and  grinds  in  blood  the  hoftile  ground. 
7^hen,  as  he  ftrode,  exulting,  o'er  the  dead. 
Thus  to  th'  Arcadian  train  the  vidor  fiid :  705 

Go  ! — be  this  mefTage  to  your  mailer  known  ; 
Such  as  rhe  iire  deferv'd,  I  fend  the  fon ; 
Unbrib'd,  unfought  his  relicks  1  beftow. 
If  fun'rai  honours  can  relieve  his  woe. 

.Dear 
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Dear  for  the  Trojans  friendfhip  has  he  paid  ! —       yio 

Then,  with  his  foot  he  preit  the  proitrate  dead; 

Seiz'd  his  embroider'd  belt,  a  glorious  preyl 

And  from  his  bofom  rent  the  prize  away. 

In  this  rich  belt,  with  precious  gold  inlaid, 

Jlis  utmoft  art  Eurytion  had  difplay'd.  71^ 

Here,  thick  embofs'd,  the  fifty  daughters  Ihed 

Their  conforts  blood,  and  ftain'd  the  bridal  bedj 

The  rais'd,  bold  figure?,  all  divinely-bright 

Came  out,,  and  il:ood  projecting  to  the  fight. 

This  fpoil  proud  Turaus  v.qth  triumphant  eyes         720 

Surveys,  and  glories  in  the  cofUy  prize. 

Eut  man,  too  haughcy  in  a  profp'rous  ftate. 
Grows  blind  and  heedlefs  of  his  future  fate : 
The  time  Ihall  come,  when  Turnus  in  difmay. 
Shall  mourn  thefe  fpoils,  and  this  viclorious  day;    725 
5hall  willi,  too  late  !   the  goMen  belt  unfought. 
And  curfe  the  trophies  he  fo  dearly  bought  I 

With  groans  and  tears  th'  x'^rcadians  on  a  fhield. 
Bear  back  their  breathlefs  leader  from  the  field. 

Thus  to  thy  father's  arms  doll  thou  retire,  73(1 

Brave  youth,  the  grief  and  glory  of  thy  fire  ! 
O  early  loft  !  with  flrength  and  beauty  grac'dl 
This  thy  firft  day  of  warfare  was  thy  laft : 
Yet  didll  thou  fcatter  death  through  half  an  hoft  ; 
And,  ere  thy  own,  a  thoufand  lives  were  loft.         7^5 

New  by  fpedators,  not  the  voice  of  fame. 
To  Troy's  great  chief  thefe  mournful  tidings  came; 
That  round  his  friends,  on  danger,  danger  gro\^  s, 
Who  claim  hi?  aid  encompafi'd  by  the  foes. 

With 
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With  his  huge  weighty  fvvord,  without  delay,      740 
Thro'  bleedirig  ranks  he  cleaves  an  ample  way. 
Thee,  Turnus,  thee  he  feeks  along  the  plain. 
Proud  of  the  fpoils  of  haplefs  Pallas  llain. 
The  genial  feaft,  the  fon,  the  fire  combin'd. 
Leagues,  friendfliip,  all,  came  ruiliing  on  his  mind.  745 

Four  youths  by  Sulmo,  four  by  Ufens,  bred. 
Unhappy  viclims  1  deftin'd  to  the  dead. 
He  feiz'd  ali'/e,  to  offer  on  the  pyre. 
And  fprinkle  with  their  blood  the  fun'ral  fire. 
At  ?»lagnus  next  his  furious  fpear  he  cail,  7^0 

But  o'er  his  head  the  quiv'ring  weapon  paft : 
The  wretch  embraced  Kis  knees,  and  try'd  with  art. 
To  bend  his  Hern,  inexorable  heart. 
By  lay  dead  father's  (hade,  thy  fuppliant  fpare  I 
By  all  the  liopcs  of  thy  fui-viving  heir  1  755 

Preferve,  viclorious  prince,  this  life  alone. 
To  g\ad  a  longing  father  and  a  fon ! 
Kign  in  my  dome  are  filver  talents  roll'd. 
With  piles  cf  labour'd  and  unlabour'd  gold, 
Th.t;fe,  to  procure  my  ranfom,  I  refign  ;  760. 

The  war  depends  not  on  a  life  like  mine  ! 
One,  one  poor  life,  can  no  fuch  diiFrence  yield. 
Nor  turn  the  mighty  balance  -of  the  field  ! 

Thy  talents  (cry'd  the  prince),  thy  treafur'd  ftore 
K'ep  for  thy  fjns ;  but  talk  of  terms  no  more,        765 
Your  chief,  when  Pallas  he  qepriv'd  of  brea,th. 
Left  no  conditions  b;it  revenge  and  death. 
So  deems  mty  living  fon  ;  my  fire  below  ; 
And,  from  this  f.vord,  demand  the  life  of  ev'ry  foe. 

lois 
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This  faid;  he  feiz'd  his  hdm  ;  and,  while  he  pray'd,  77(1 
Deep-bury'd  in  hii  neck  the  flaming  blade. 

Apollo's  priell,  illudrious  /Emon's  fon. 
In  purple  robes  and  radiant  armour  fhone. 
The  lacred  fillets  bind  his  brows  in  vain  ! 
Swift  flies  the  gaudy  warrior  o'er  the  plain.  775 

Beneath  the  prince  the  haplefs  vidlim  dies. 
And  fate  in  endlefs  flumber  feals  his  eyes. 
Serellus  flrips  his  arms  ;  a  coiHy  load  ; 
A  trophy  delHn'd  to  the  *  Thracian  god. 

Umbro,  the  Marfian  chief,  exerts  ^lis  might,      780 
And  vaHant  Csculus  renews  tlie  fight, 
Againfl  the  prince  he  warms  the  troops  in  vain  I— 
He  pours,  he  llorms,  he  thunders  through  the  plain  ; 
Lops  warlike  Anxur's  arms  ;  the  hand  and  fhield 
Drop  down,  an  ufelefs  burthen  on  the  field.  785 

Before  he  vaunted,  and  he  feem'd  to  rife 
In  his  proud  thought,  exaulted,  to  the  fkies. 
But  ah  !  in  vain  he  rais'd  his  haughty  mind 
With  the  fond  hope  of  years  on  years  behind  ! 

In  arms  great  Tarquitus  all-blazing  flood,  790 

Sprung  from  a  Dryad  and  a  Sylvan  god. 
Full  in  the  hero's  front  he  dar'd  appear; 
But  through  his  fhield  and  corflet  flew  the  fpear. 
Then  as  he  pray'd,  and  begg'd  his  life  in  vain. 
He  lopp'd  his  head,  that  roii'd  along  the  plain.        795 
The  trunk  ftill  beating  on  the  ground  below. 
Thus  in  proud  triumph  fpoke  his  conqu'ring  foe : 

»  Mars. 

Lie, 
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Lie,  mighty  warrior,  there  !  no  mother^s  hand 
Shall  now  inter  thee  in  thy  native  land ; 
But  hungry  beafts  thy  wretched  corfe  fliall  tear,      8oO 
I'he  filhes  of  the  flood,  and  fowls  of  air. 

Lycas  and  brave  Antaeus  next  he  kill'd. 
Fierce  as  they  fought,  the  champions  of  the  field. 
Numa,  and  fair  Camertes,  than  he  flew. 
Who  from  bold  Volfcens  his  proud  lineage  drew.     805 
By  far  the  wealthieft  of  the  Latian  train  ; 
And  foft  Amyclae  own'd  his  eafy  reign. 

And  as,  of  old,  the  huge  ^geon  fl:ood 
Engag'd  in  battle  with  the  thund'ring  god  ; 
Shook  high  Olympus  with  the  dire  alarms,  810 

And  wag'd  the  war  with  all  his  hundred  arms ; 
Long  flames  from  fifty  mouths  the  fiend  expires 
Back  to  the  ikies,  and  anfwers  fires  with  fires ; 
As  many  fliining  fwords  he  fliook,  and  held, 
Oppos'd  to  ev'ry  bolt,  a  pond'rous  ftiield.  8 1 5 

So,  when  his  reeking  fwords  in  blood  was  dy'd. 
Fought  the  brave  prince,  and  rag'd  on  ev'ry  fide. 

Now  fierce  he  rufli'd  againfl:  Nyph^eus'  car. 
Who  flione  confpicuous  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
With  wild  affright  the  liartled  fleeds  beheld  820 

The  tow'ring  hero  blazing  o'er  the  field ; 
Flew  back,  and  caft  their  mafl:er  on  the  plain ; 
Then  whirl'd  the  bounding  chariot  to  the  main. 

Liger  and  Lucagus  next  came  in  view : 
Drawn  by  white  courfers,  thro'  the  troops  they  flew ;  825 
Two  haughty  brothers  ;  that,  the  courfers  fway'd ; 
This  brandiih'd  high  in  air  the  glitt'ring  blade. 

Their 
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Their  threats  the  Trojan  chief  difdain'd  to  bear, 

Rufli'd  on,  and  fhook  aloft  the  pointed  fpear. 

No  Phrygian  fields  are  thefe  (proud  Liger  faid),     830 

Nor  thefe  the  fteeds  of  Argive  Diomede ; 

You  'fcape  not  this,  as  once  Achilles'  car ; 

Here  ends  thy  life,  and  here  fhall  end  the  war ! 

Thus  the  mad  boafter — but,  devoid  of  fear. 

The  prince,  in  anfvver,  launch'd  his  whizzing  fpear.  835 

Then,  while  the  brother,  bending  o'er  the  horfe. 

With  his  keen  jav'lin  urg'd  the  fiery  courfe. 

And,  wi'.h  one  foot  protended,  rufh'd  to  fight. 

The  lance,  that  inllant,  v'^ing'd  its  fatal  flight; 

Beneath  the  (hining  margin  of  the  fhield,  840 

Swift  through  the  groin  the  pointed  jav'lin  held. 

Down  fmks  the  warrior  v.ith  a  dreadful  found. 

And,  grim  hi  death,  lies  grov'ling  on  the  ground. 

The  conqu'ring  prince  beheld  him  as  he  bled. 

And  thus,  in  fcornful  terms,  befpoke  the  dead  :       845 

Nor  were  your  courfers  flow ;  nor  vain  affright 

At  empty  fhadows  turn'd  your  fleeds  to  flight; 

Yourfelf,  brave  Lucagus,  forfook  the  car. 

And,  vaulting  on  the  field,  declined  the  war ! 

This  faid;  he  feiz'd  the  courfers  by  the  rein;       850  -^ 

When  thus  the  brother,  cifl  upon  the  plain,  C 

With  lifted  hands  implor'd  the  chief  in  vain;  j 

Now,  by  thyfelf,  thy  mercy  1  implore ; 

By  thofe  who  fuch  a  godlike  hero  bore ; 

This  forfeit  life,  divine  JEae:is,  fpare,  855 

And  with  foft  pity  liilen  to  my  pray'r. 

In 
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In  far,  far  difF'rent  terms  you  talk'd  before  ; 

Die  then  (replies  the  prince),  and  plead  no  more; 

Go  I — 'tis  a  brother's  part — in  duty  go. 

And  wait  thy  brother  to  the  realms  below !  S6o 

He  rais'd  the  fvvord  aloft,  as  thus  he  feid. 

And  in  his  bofom  plung'd  the  pointed  blade. 

Thus,  like  a  Ilorm  or  torrent,  o'er  the  ground 
He  ruili'd,  and  fpread  the  daughter  wide  around ; 
Till  from  their  works,  fo  long  befieg'd  in  vain,       865 
Break  forth  Afcanius  and  the  Trojan  train. 

While  thus  the  battle  bled  ;  imperial  Jove 
Addrefs'd  his  confort  in  the  realms  above. 
As  both  from  heav'n  furvey'd  the  deathful  fcene : 
Say,  fiiler-goddefs,  and  my  beauteous  queen,  870 

Still,  is  it  Hill  your  thought,  that  Venus'  care 
Supports  her  fav^ou;'d  Trojans  in  the  v/ar? 
See  1  how  the  martial  bands  increafe  in  might ! 
Strong  from  their  wounds !  and  vigorous  for  the  fight ! 
Can  fach  brave  heroes,  who  fach  dangers  prove,     875 
Depend  for  fuccour  on  the  queen  of  love  ? 

And  why,  my  lord,  fubmiiTive,  ftie  rejoin'd, 
Thefe  words  fevere,  to  rack  my  anxious  mind  ? 
Did  ftill  your  love  (as  fure  it  fliould)  remain, 
A  wif;;  and  filler  might  not  plead  in  vain,  880 

That  from  the  field  poor  Tumus  may  retire. 
Exempt  from  death,  and  glnd  his  longing  lire.— 
Bat  let  him  die,  fmce  Jove  has  fo  decreed ! — 
To  g;lut  the  Trojan  vengeance,  let  him  bleed ! — 
And  yet  his  birth  might  fome  diftinftion  claim,        885 
Since  from  our  orvn  c&leftial  line  he  came. 

T© 


VIRGIL'S    ^NEID.    BOOK   X.      273 

To  thy  great  name  due  honours  has  he  paid. 

And  rich  oblations  on  thy  altars  laid. 

Thus  fpoke  the  fuppliant  queen ;  and  thus  replies. 

In  brief,  th'  almighty  fov'reign  of  the  ikies :  890 

If  'tis  your  pray'r  to  fpare  his  forfeit  breath. 
By  a  fhort  refpite  of  approaching  death ; 
Snatch  him  this  inftant  from  the  flital  hour. 
This  grace  we  grant  him  ;  —  and  we  grant  no  mere. 
For  if  you  beg  his  dellin'd  life  to  fpare  ;  Sg^ 

Or  turn  the  courfe  and  fortune  of  the  war ; 
Vain  your  requeft,  and  vain  your  hope  appears — 
To  whom  once  more,  the  pen  five  queen,  with  tears : 

And  what,  my  lord,  if  you  reverfe  the  doom  ? 
Spare  the  dear  youth,  and  fave  him  from  the  tomb  '.900 
Ev'n  from  your  foul  this  grace  if  you  will  give, 
(Which  fcarce  you  promife)  that  he  yet  may  live  ! 
Ah  !  now  I  fee,  or  in  my  fears  portend. 
The  guiltlefs  youth  approaching  to  his  end ! 
But  may  thofe  fears,  my  fov'reign  lord,  be  vain,    905 
And  your  almighty  pow'r  recal  his  doom  again  ! 

This  faid ;  with  momentary  fpeed  ihe  flies, 
V/rapt  in  a  winged  whirlwind,  down  the  ikies; 
In  fable  llorms  llie  drives  the  clouds  before  ; 
Then  to  the  fields  of  fight  her  courfe  flie  bore ;        910 
There,  in  Eneas'  ihape,  a  figur'd  ihade 
Of  light  impaiiive  air,  the  goddel's  made. 
A  Trojan  fpear  the  fpeflre  feem'd  to  wield. 
Wore  a  proud  crefl  and  imitated  fhield  1 
And  fpoke  with  empty  words,  in  vaunting  firain,    915 
Ar.d,  like  the  chief,  came  tow'ring  o'er  the  plain. 

Vol.  LIII.  T  (Suck 
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(Such  are  the  fleeting  forms  in  vifions  bred. 

And  fuch  the  gliding  fpeftres  of  the  dead.) 

The  threat'ning  phantom  made  his  bold  advance, 

On  Turnus  call'd,  and  iTiook  his  airy  lance.  gzQ 

The  Daunlan  prince  his  founding  jav'lin  threw ; 

While  with  diffembled  fear,  the  phantom  flew. 

Deluded  Turnus  thought  the  Trojan  fled, 

Burn'd  with  new  hopes,  and  thus,  exulting,  faid : 

Flies  then  ^neas,  to  his  fears  refign'd,  925 

And  leaves  a  princefs'  royal  bed  behind  ? — 

The  land,  for  which  he  crofs'd  the  ftormy  wave. 

This  arm  fliall  give — and  here  he  finds  a  grave  I 

Then  fliook  his  fword,  and  chas'd  him  thro'  the  war; 

But  his  fliort  triumph  foon  was  loft  in  air  !  930 

By  chance  a  fliip  flood  anchor'd  by  the  fliore, 
(Which  late,  from  Cluflum,  king  Oflnius  bore) 
Clofe  flielter'd  by  a  rock,  that  breaks  the  tides ; 
The  planks  were  laid,  to  climb  her  lofty  fides. 
Swift  to  her  darkfome  hold  the  fliade  withdrew;      c)^^ 
As  fvvift  glad  Turnus  to  the  veffel  flew. 
That  inftant  Juno  cut  the  cords  away, 
Unmoor'd  the  bark,  and  launch'd  her  on  the  fea. 
Meantime  ^neas  feeks  his  abfent  foe. 
And  fends  whole  fquadrons  to  the  ghofts  below.       940 
No  more  for  flicker  now  the  phantom  flies. 
But  mounts  aloft,  and  mixes  with  the  ikies. 
While  Turnus  far  in  open  ocean  fails, 
(The  veflTel  wafted  by  the  riflng  gales) 
Many  a  long  look,  back  on  the  battle  bends,  r^  5 

And  hears  the  cries  of  his  forfaken  friends ; 

On 
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On  fach  hard  terms  abhors  to  live,  and  rears 
His  hands  and  voice,  in  anguifh,  to  the  ftars  : 

What  are  my  crimes,  almighty  Jove,  that  claim 
This  endlefs  infamy  to  blaft  my  name?  950 

This  dreadful  doom  is  too  fevere  by  far ; 
This  load  of  life  is  more  than  I  can  bear! 
Whence  came  I  here?  and  whither  am  I  borne? 
How  could  I  fly  ? — ah  !  how  ihall  I  return  r 
Oh!  with  what  eyes  can  I  behold  again  955 

Yon  regal  walls,  or  yon  deferted  train  ? 
How  v>^ill  my  friends  purfue  my  name  with  hate? 
By  me,  their  worthy  chief,  expos'd  to  fate  ! 
Thofe  friends  (ye  gods)  I  left  on  yonder  plain. 
In  my  curs'd  caufe  and  quarrel,  to  be  flain  !  960 

Ha! — now  1  fee  'em  fly,  or  bite  the  ground  !  — 
I  hear,  I  ftart  at  ev'ry  dying  found. 
What,  what  can  now  be  done  ? — on  land  or  fea 
What  gulf  wilt  open  for  a  wretch  like  me  ? 
Ye  winds,  ye  ftorms,  your  pity  I  imploi-e,  965 

Drive,  drive  my  bark  on  fome  rough  rocky  ihore. 
Where,  nor  my  friends,  nor  fame,  may  ever  find  me 
more ! 

This  faid  ;  the  prince  debates,  by  fhame  opprefs'd. 
Whether  to  plunge  the  faulchion  in  his  breaft ; 
Or  from  the  veiTel  leap  amid  the  main,  970 

Swim  back  and  mingle  in  the  fight  again. 
Thrice  on  each  bold  refolve  his  foul  was  bent ; 
And  thrice  great  Juno  check'd  the  ra(h  intent. 
The  goddefs  wafts  him  down,  fecure  from  harms, 
I^and*^,  and  reiiores  him  to  his  father's  arms.  975 

T  2  Mezen- 
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Mezendus  now,  infpir'd  by  Jove's  commands^ 
Succeeds  the  cliief,  invades  the  Trojan  bands. 
On  him,  and  him  alone  the  Tufcans  ran. 
With  all  their  darts  ;  an  army  on  a  man. 
But,  like  a  rock,  the  dire  alarms  he  flood  ;  980 

A  rock,  whofe  fides  projedl  into  the  flood ; 
That  hears,  above,  the  furious  whirlwind  blow. 
And  (ees  the  frothy  billows  break  below ; 
Biit  ftands  unmov'd,  majeftically  high. 
And  braves  the  idle  rage  of  ocean  and  the  fky.        985 

Firfl  Dolicaon's  fon  the  monarch  flew ; 
Next  on  the  trembling  Latagus  he  flew ; 
Fierce  in  his  hand  a  pond'rous  flone  he  took. 
And  on  his  vifage  dafh'd  the  broken  rock ; 
Then  drove  thro'  Palmus  knee  the  pointed  fleel :     990 
And  left  the  Vv^arrior  grov'ling  where  he  fell. 
His  glitt'ring  arms  young  Laufus'  fhoulders  fpread. 
And  the  plum'd  helmet  nodded  o'er  his  head. 
Next  Evas  bleeds  beneath  his  vengeful  fpear. 
With  Mimas,  Paris'  friend  and  bold  compeer;        gg^ 
Theano  bore  him  when  the  queen  of  Troy, 
Pregnant  with  flame  produc'd  the  fatal  boy ; 
Yet  in  his  native  land  was  Paris  flain  ! 
But  haplefs  Mimas  on  a  foreign  plain  ! 

And  as  fome  mighty  boar,  who  long  has  fed     1 000 
High  on  the  rough  aerial  mountain's  head, 
Chas'd  by  the  hounds,  flioots  down  the  hanging  brow 
With  fpeed  impetuous  to  the  vale  below ; 
When  on  the  toils  the  furious  monfter  flics. 
O'er  his  bent  back  tlie  flarting  briiHes  rife  ;  1005  ■ 

Stopp'd 
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Stopp'd  and  entangled,  now  he  foams  with  ire ; 

Now  his  red  eye-balls  glare  with  living  fire. 

The  clam'rous  hunters,  cautious  to  engage. 

With  (houts  and  darts  a  diltant  combat  wage ; 

He  turns,  he  grinds  his  teeth;  and,  void  of  fear,   1010 

Shakes  his  huge  fides,  and  fneds  the  fcatter'd  war. 

Thus  (though  iiiflam'd  with  juil  revenge  they  Hand) 

None  dare  engage  the  monarch  hand  to  hand  ; 

But  from  afar  their  miifile  darts  they  fling. 

And  with  loud  (houts  provoke  the  raging  king.      10 15 

Acron,  of  Argive  race,  for  fame  had  fled 
The  joys  of  love,  and  left  the  fpoufal  bed. 
In  purple  plumes  he  tow'r'd,  with  gaudy  pride, 
Grac'd  with  the  favours  of  his  beauteous,  bride. 
The  Tufcan  king  beheld  him  from  afar,  1020 

Scattering  the  ranks,  and  glitt'ring  through  the  war. 

As  when  a  lion,  that,  with  hunger  bold. 
Roams  grimly  round  the  fences  of  the  fold. 
Spies  a  tall  goat,  the  chief  of  all  the  train. 
Or  beamy  fl:ag,  high-fl:alking  o'er  the  plain  ;         102^ 
His  horrid  m^ne  he  rears,  he  runs,  he  flies. 
Expands  his  jaws,  and  darts  upon  the  prize  ; 
The  prize  he  rends,  with  a  tremendous  roar. 
And,  growling,  rages  in  a  foam  of  gore  : 
Thus,  on  th'  embattled  foes,  Mezentius  flew,       1030 
And  Acron  in  the  pride  of  beauty  flew. 
His  gufliing  biocd  the  broken  dart  diflains. 
And,  as  he  falls,  he  fpurns  the  hoftile  plains* 

Now  round  the  king  the  growing  flaughter  fpread. 
Who  fcorn'd  to  kill  Orodes  as  he  fled  j  1035 

T  3  Bat, 
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But,  with  preventive  fpeed,  Mezentius  ran 

Turn'd  lliOit,  and  bravely  fought  him,  man  to  man 

Then  prcfs'd  him  with  his  foot  and  lance  ;  and  cries ; 

Behold,  beheld,  my  friends,  no  vulgar  prize 

Lo  1  vanquilh'd  by  your  king,  the  great  Orod 

A  fudden  tranfport  fires  the  martial  train,  1041 

And  fhouts  of  triumph  echo  round  the  plain. 

When  thus  the  dying  chief:  infulting  foe  I 

Soon,  like  my  own,  fliall  thy  proud  head  lie  low. 

Vengeance  is  on  the  wing  ;  black  fate  is  nigh  ;      1045 

And  here,  e'en  here,  art  thou  fore-docm'd  to  die — 

However,  die  thou  firil !  the  king  reply'd 

(Ail-grimly  fmiling  with  difdainfui  pride;) 

And  let  your  boafted  Jove  for  me  provide. 

Then  from  the  corfe  the  bloody  dart  he  drew ;       1050 

The  iliadcs  of  death  came  hov'riiig  o'er  his  view. 

Slow,  in  dim  raifts,  the  heavy  vapours  rife. 

And  in  eternal  flumber  feai  his  eyes. 

Now  by  brave  Cajdicus,  Alcatlious  fell ; 
Kydafpcs  funk  beneath  Sacrator's  Heel ;  J055 

His  weighty  fpear  the  valiant  Pvapo  threw. 
And  mighty  Orfes  and  Parthenius  Hew. 
Clonius  the  next  by  Neptune's  Ton  was  flain. 
And  Ericetes  prefs'd  the  bloody  plain  : 
This,  on  the  ground,  the  godlike  hero  kill'd;       ic6o 
That,  his  m.ad  courfer  call  upon  the  field. 

Next,  Tufcan  Valeru?,  as  Agis  Urode 
Before  the  ranks,  thy  jav'Iift  drank  his  blood. 
Thv  faulchion,  Salius,  pierc'd  Atrcnirs'  fide  j 
The  haplefs  vidor  by  Nea'ces  dy'd,  1065 

Skiiri 
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Skill'd  or  to  dart  the  lance,  or  bend  the  bow. 
And  reach  from  far  the  unfufpeiting  foe. 

The  god  of  war,  in  equal  balance,  held 
The  rage,  the  woes,  and  flaughters  of  the  field. 
Fix'd  on  the  fpot,  the  troops  difdain  to  fly  ;  1070 

By  turns,  the  vanquifh'd  and  the  viclors  die. 
From  realms  of  light,  th'  immortal  pow'rs  inclin'd 
Their  eyes,  and  mourn  the  havock  of  mankind  1 
Here  heav'n's  imperial  queen,  and  Venus,  there. 
Lean  forward  from  the  iky  to  view  the  war  ;  1075 

While  pale  Tifiphone,  with  dire  alarms. 
Inflames  the  rifing  rage,  and  calls  the  hofls  to  arms. 

Now  his  vafl  fpear  aloft  Alezentius  held  ; 
Haughty  and  high  he  mo\es,  and  blazes  o'er  the  field. 
So  through  mid  ocean  when  Orion  ilrides,  io8a 

His  bulk  enormous  towVs  above  the  tides : 
So,  when  he  grafps  in  his  tremendous  hand 
Some  mountain  oak,  and  ftalks  along  the  land. 
Above  the  clouds  his  ample  ihoulders  rife. 
And  his  huge  ftature  heaves  Lnto  the  ikies  !  1085 

^neas  mark'd  the  he:o  from  afar. 
And  through  the  ranks  rufh'd  furious  to  the  war. 
The  hero  ftands  collecled  in  his  might. 
Defies  the  godlike  prince,  and  waits  the  fight. 
Soon  as  he  faw  the  mighty  chief  advance  1090 

Within  due  diftance  of  his  flying  lance. 
Now,  now,  my  fpear,  and  conqu'ring  hand,  he  cry'd, 
(Mezentius  owns  no  deity  befide!) 
Aflill  my  vows  ;  fucceed  my  martial  toils. 
To  flrip  yon  pirate  of  his  bloody  fpoils.  1095 

T  ±  Thou, 
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Thou,  Laufus !  tliou,  Eneas'  arms  ilialt  bear, 

A  living  trophy  cf  my  deeds  in  war  ! 

He  (aid,  and  hurl'd  tlie  jav'Iin  o'er  the  field. 

That  fung  and  glanc'd  cbliqaely  from  the  fnield  ; 

B'Ji  held  its  furious  courfe,  and,  turning  wide,        i  lOO 

Drove  deep  the  point  in  great  Antores'  fide  : 

The  great  Antores  (an  illuflrious  name) 

E vender's  guell,  from  ancient  Argos  came  ; 

Late  in  th'  Arc.:dian  court  he  made  abode  ; 

Alcides'  former  friend,  and  partner  of  the  god  :    1 105 

But  now,  unhappy  ! — by  another's  wound 

He  bleeds,  he  faijs,  he  welters  on  the  ground ; 

And,  while  he  call:  to  heav'n  his  fwim.ming  eyes. 

Turns  his  laft  thoughts  on  Argos,  as  he  dies  ! 

Next,  his  ftrong  lance  the  pious  Trojan  caft ;     mo 
Swift  through  the  fnining  orb  the  jav'lin  paft. 
Through  linen  plaits,  a  triple  brazen  fold. 
And  three  bull-hides,  around  the  buckler  roll'd  ; 
Deep  pierc'd  his  groin,  and  there  its  fury  ftay'd — 
The  breaming  blood  the  chief  with  joy  furvey'd  ;  1 1 15 
Then  from  the  (heath  the  Paining  faulchion  drew. 
And  furious  on  the  wounded  monarch  flew. 

This  {ees  brave  Laufus,  his  illuitrious  fon. 
Fears  for  his  danger,  and  forgets  his  own  ; 
And,  while  grief,  rage,  and  love,  his  bofom  fire,   1 120 
Sighs,  weeps,  and  runs,  to  difengage  his  fire. 
Llere  tlien,  if  future  times  will  credit  give. 
Thy  praife,  heroic  youth  !   fhall  ever  live ; 
Poor,  pity'd  youth  ! — in  life's  firft  early  bloom, 
•  Snatch 'd  from  the  world,  and  hurry 'd  to  the  tomb  !  1 1 25 

Incum- 
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Incumber'd  by  the  fpear  that  plerc'd  the  fhield. 

With  tir'd,  flow  ileps,  the  monarch  quits  the  field : 

Forth  fprings  the  fon  againft  the  Trojan  lord. 

And  rufn'd  beneath  the  long-dcfcending  fvvord  ; 

Flies  to  prevent  the  meditated  blow,  1 130 

And  guard  his  bleeding  father  from  the  foe. 

His  friends,  with  darts,  the  prince  at  difzance  ply. 

And  with  their  loud  applaufes  rend  the  iky. 

The  hero  rages,  as  thejav'lins  play'd. 

And  lies  ccllcfted  in  the  buckler's  fhade.  1 135 

As  when  the  rattling  hail,  impetuous,  pours. 
And  the  v.dde  field  fmokes  with  the  rulhing  fhow'rs. 
To  the  hfe  Ihelving  banks  the  fwains  repair. 
Or  to  fome  cavern'd  rock  ;  and,  fnelter'd  there. 
Wait  till  the  furious  tempeil  break  away  ;  1 1 40 

And  then  renew  the  labours  of  the  day. 
So,  pU-'d  by  fhow'rs  of  jav'lins  from  afar. 
The  Ciiief  fuftain'd  the  temped  of  the  war 
On  his  broad  fhield  ;  and  thus  the  godlike  man 
Exhorts,  and  begs,  and  threats  the  youth  in  vain  :  1 145 
Whither,  to  death,  ah  !  whither  wouidil  thou  run. 
And  tempt  a  hand  far  miglitier  than  thy  own  ? 
Ah!  yet,  poor  Laufus  1  from  the  field  remove; 
You  fly  to  ruin,  urg'd  by  filial  love. 

He  warn'd  in  vain  !  the  youth  the  prince  defies;  1 1 50 
Till  all  his  dreadful  wrath  began  to  rife ; 
The  Fates  prepare  their  fheers  ;  the  Dardan  lord 
Unlheaths,  and  whirls  aloft  the  tliund'ring  fword : 
The  thund'ring  fword,  with  all  his  force  apply'd. 
Furious  he  drove,  and  bary'd  in  his  fide.  115-; 

The 
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The  thrilling  point,  with  boundlefs  rage  imprefs*d, 
Pierc'd  the  light  buckler,  and  the  golden  veil. 
Which  his  fond  mother's  hands  embroider'd  o'er  ; 
And  his  fair  breall:  was  ftain'd  with  crimfon  gore : 
The  penfive  fpirit  leaves  the  corfe  behind,  1 1 60 

Fiies  to  the  ihades,  and  mixes  with  the  wind. 

But,  when  the  pious  god-like  prince  of  Troy 
Saw  the  pale  vifage  of  the  haplefs  boy 
In  death's  lall  agonies ;  a  groan  he  drew 
Deep  from  his  heart,  nor  cou'd  he  bear  the  view.  1 165 
His  foul  now  melts  with  ftern  Mezentius'  woe. 
And  in  the  wretched  fire  forgets  the  foe. 
Then  to  the  boy  he  reach'd  his  hand,  and  faid ; 
To  worth  like  thine,  what  honours  can  be  paid  ? 
Lamented  youth,  too  early  loil: !  receive  1 1  ^o 

The  fole  reward  a  gen'rous  foe  can  give : 
To  1  I  reftore  thy  arms,  unhappy  boy  ! 
Thy  fword  and  buckler,  late  thy  only  joy  : 
Yet,  Laufus,  ev'n  in  death,  be  this  your  pride. 
That  by  the  great  Eneas'  hand  you  dy'd.  1  ly^ 

Then  round  the  corfe  he  calls  his  focial  train. 
And  rears  himfelf  the  warrior  from  the  plain. 
But  ah  !  how  chang'd  !— with  blood  disfigur'd  o'er ; 
And  his  fair  treHes  all-deform'd  with  gore  ! 

Meantime,  retir'd  to  Tyber's  flowVy  bounds,    1 1  So 
In  the  cool  itream  to  bathe  his  glowing  wounds. 
The  wretched  father  (father  now  no  more  !) 
In  fuUen  for  row  refted  on  the  ihore  ; 
Lean'd  on  an  oak,  with  pain  and  anguifh  ftung. 
And  from  a  bough  his  brazen  helmet  hung.  1185 

Hi^ 


VIRGIL'S    yENEID.     B  O  O  K  X.       282 
His  heavier  arms  lie  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain ; 
Round  the  fad  monarch  wait  the  duteous  train: 
As  (o'er  his  breaft  his  hoary  beard  dedin'd) 
The  chief  enjoy'd  the  frelhncfi  of  the  wind ; 
Much  of  his  Laufus,  afks  the  perJive  fire;  1 190 

Sends  oft  in  vain,  and  warns  him  to  retire. 
When  lo  !  hi.s  foldiers  bear  him  on  a  fhield. 
Pale,  Ilretch'd  in  death,  and  brcathlefs,  from  the  field. 
Deep  in  his  fide  appear'd  the  grizly  wound ; 
His  groaning  friends  attend,  and  mourn  around.    1 195 

Far  off,  that  peal  of  groans  the  father  knew. 
And  dull  o'er  all  his  hoary  locks  he  threw ; 
To  heav'n,  in  agonies  of  anguilh,  fpread 
His  hards ;  and,  hov'ring  o'er,  embrac'd  the  dead  : 
And  oh  !   can  life  (he  cry'd)  fuch  pleafure  give  ?   iioo 
And  bleeds  my  Laufus,  that  his  fire  may  live  ? 
Have  I  then  loft  thy  life,  and  fav'd  my  own  ? 
Sav'd  by  the  death  of  my  dear  murder'd  fon  ! 
In  m.y  defence  could  fach  a  fon  expire  ? 
A  fon  like  him,  for  fach  a  g-ilty  fire  !  1205 

Now,  now,  I  feel-  an  exile's  woe ;  the  fmart 
Of  this  deep  wound  lies  raging  at  my  heart. 
*Tis  keen,  'tis  fharp,  'tis  tenible  at  laft  1 
Nor  ha^f  the  bitternefs  ofnf^  is  paft ! 
On  thy  fair  fame,  my  fon,  I  left  a  ftain,  12 10 

Driv'n  by  my  people  from  my  naive  reign; 
To  them,  to  thee,  my  miirder'd  child !   I  ov/e 
All,  all  the  deaths  fuch  g'iilt  fliou'd  undergo. 
And  yet  I  live,  and  fee  the  golden  light ! 
^ut  Toon  Will  leave  it,  for  I  loath  tlie  fight  I  i  r.  1 5 

Tivs 
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This  faid ;  with  rage  and  valour  boiling  high. 
The  monarch  rear'd  him  on  his  halting  thigh ; 
And  the'  his  wound  retards  him  in  his  fpeed. 
He  calls  impatient  for  the  warrior  fteed; 
The  fteed,  his  pride,  his  folace  and  delight,  1220 

That  bore  him  ftill  victorious  from  the  fight. 
Then,  as  he  droop'd,  and  hung  his  penfive  head. 
He  clapp'd  the  gen'rous  horfe,  and  thus  he  faid  : 
P>.hcebus,  we  long  have  liv'd  (if  length  there  be 
In  m.ortal  life) — 'tis  now  too  long  for  me  1  1225 

Soon  fiialt  thou  bear  me  from  the  bloody  fray. 
And  bring  Eneas'  head  and  fpoi^s  away ; 
With  thy  lov'd  lord  on  yon  detefted  plain. 
Avenge  my  fon,  my  darling  Laufus  flain. 
And  fliare  together  in  the  dire  debate,  1230 

One  common  conquell,  or  one  common  fate. 
For  thou  wilt  fcom,  I  truft,  tiie  rule  abhcrr'd. 
And  the  bafe  burden,  of  a  Phrygian  lord. 
This  faid  ;  the  hero  mounts  the  gen'rous  horfe. 
And  to  the  foe  dirc(5\s  his  furious  courfe.  1235 

High  on  his  head  the  crelled  helm  he  wore. 
And  in  his  hands  the  fteely  jav'lins  bore. 
His  confdous  valour,  his  recoiling  fhame, 
Giicf,  wrath,  and  fury,  ht  his  foul  on  flame. 
Thrice  on  Eneas'  name  he  calls  from  far,  1240 

Who  hears  the  challenge,  and  accepts  the  war. 
So  may  great  Jove,  and  he,  the  god  of  light, 
Infpire  thy  foul,  to  Hand  the  profrer'd  fight ! 
The  hero  cry'd  ;  then  made  his  bold  advance, 
Ficrqe  o'er  the  field,  and  Ihook  tiie  flaming  lance.  1245 

And 
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And  why>  reply'd  the  king,  this  vaunting  ftrain? 

The  father  perifti'd,  when  the  fon  was  fiain ! 

Strike  then,  and  ufe  thy  prefent  fortune: — ftrike  — 

Death,  and  the  fabled  gods,  I  fcorn  alike. 

No  more — I  came  to  die;  bat  firft  beftow  1250 

This  parting  prefent  on  the  murd'rous  foe. 

Swift  as  the  word,  the  vengeful  dart  he  fped; 

Lance  after  lance,  in  fwift  fucceffion,  fled; 

Then,  in  a  fpacious  ring,  he  rode  the  field. 

And  vainly  ply'd  th*  impenetrable  fliield ;  1 255 

Thrice  round  the  chief  in  rapid  circles  flew. 

And  at  each  flight  a  pointed  jav'lin  threw. 

Collecled  in  himfelf,  the  hero  bears. 

On  the  broad  fliield,  a  riflng  grove  of  fpears. 

But  now  the  prince,  im.patient  of  delay,  1260 

So  long  to  tug  dart  after  dart  away, 
Prefs'd  aud  fatigu'd  with  fuch  unequal  fight, 
(At  length  determin'd  to  difplay  his  might) 
Springs  forth ;  and  aims  his  jav'iin's  furious  courfe 
Betwixt  the  temples  of  the  fiery  horfe.  1265 

Stung  to  the  brain  the  l^orfe  begins  to  rear. 
Paw  with  his  plunging  feet,  and  lafh  the  air. 
Headlong  at  laft,  and  madding  with  the  fteel. 
Full  on  the  Ihoulder  of  his  lord  he  fell. 
The  hoib  with  clamours  tempefi:  all  the  ikies.  1270 

With  has  drawTi  fword  the  fierce  vEneas  flies : 
And  where  is  now  the  lofty  flrain  (he  cry'd) 
Of  ftern  Mezentius,  and  the  fcomful  pride  ? 

With  half-recover'd  life,  the  king  replies 
(And,  as  he  fpeaks,  ilares  v.ildly  at  the  fkies  j)      1275 

W^hjr 
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Why,  why,  infuldng  foe,  this  wafte  of  breath 
To  fouls  determin'd,  and  refolv'd  on  deatli  ? 
In  that  fond  hope  to  battle  did  I  fly ; 
And  fought  far  iefs  to  conquer  than  to  die. 
My  fon  when  llaughtcr'd  in  the  martial  itrife,         1280 
Made  no  fuch  contratfl  for  his  father's  life  j 
A  worthkfs  gift  to  iiv^e  at  thy  command  ! 
Nor  wou'd  i  take  it  from  his  murd'rer's  hand ! 
But,  if  a  vanquiHi'd  foe  this  grace  may  crave. 
Oh  !  let  ma  find  the  refuge  of  a  grave  !  1825 

Too  v/ell  my  fubjetfts  vengeance  have  I  known  ; 
Then  guard  my  corfe  j  and  lay  me  by  my  Ton. 
Grant,  grant  that  pleafure,  e'er  I  yield  my  breath. 
To  fliare  his  dear  fociety  in  death  I 
This  faid  ;  the  willing  warrior  to  the  foe  1 290 

Extends  his  throat,  and  courts  the  fatal  blow. 
The  fanguine  Hream  his  radiant  armour  dy'd ; 
The  foul  came  rufliing  in  the  purple  tide. 


End  ofthe  Tenth  Book. 
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ARGUMENT. 

^ncas  erecls  a  trophy  of  the  fpoils  of  Mezentius,  grants 
a  truce  for  burying  the  dead,  and  fends  home  the 
body  of  Pallas  with  great  folemnity.  Latinus  calls  a 
council  to  propofe  oifers  of  peace  to  y£neas,  which 
occaiions  great  animofities  between  Turnus  and  Dran- 
ces.  In  the  meantime  there  is  a  fharp  engagement 
cf  the  horfe;  wherein  Camilla  fignalizes  herfelf ;  is 
killed ;  and  the  Latin  troops  are  entirely  defeated. 


C   ^^   ] 
V  I  R  G  I  L's      iE  N  E  I  D. 


BOOK    XI. 

^TOW,  o'er  the  waves,  Aurora  rais"d  her  head. 
^    The  chief  (though  eager  to  inter  the  dead. 
And  to  the  wretched  father's  arms  to  fend 
The  relicks  of  his  dear  departed  friend) 
Firft  to  the  gods  difcharg'd  a  vidlcr's  vows,  : 

A^nd  bar'd  an  oak  of  all  her  verdant  boughs. 
High  on  a  lofty  point  the  trunk  he  plac'd. 
Which  with  Mezentius'  radiant  arms  he  graced ; 
The  ihiver'd  lances  that  the  monarch  bore. 
The  plumy  crert  that  dropp'd  with  recent  gore  ;         i  o 
The  cuirafs  next ;  transfixt  in  ev'ry  part 
By  the  keen  jav'lin,  or  the  flying  dart. 
Then  on  the  left,  the  brazen  lliield  was  ty'd  ; 
Aj.nd  the  dread  fword  hung  glitt'ring  at  the  fide. 
Thus  the  rich  fpoils  he  rais'd  aloft  in  ai/,  i  ^ 

A  trophy  facred  to  the  god  of  war. 
Then  to  his  arms,  a  glad  triumphant  train, 
AlTembled  round  their  chief,  the  prince  began  : 
Difmifs  your  fears  ;  the  high  exploit  is  o'er  ; 
The  great,  the  ftern  Mezentius  is  no  more  !  20 

Lo  !  where  an  omen  of  fuccefs  he  ftands  ! 
The  glorious  trophy  of  your  leader's  h^nds  ! 

Vol.  LIII,  '         U         '  *   "    When 
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When  heav'n  permits,  our  ftandard  to  difplay. 

To  yon  proud  town,  intrepid,  break  your  way  ; 

And  let  your  eager  hopes,  devoid  of  care,  25 

Fore-run  the  happy  fortunes  of  the  war. 

Now  let  our  flaughter'd  friends  in  earth  be  laid. 

The  laft,  laft  honours  we  can  pay  the  dead ! 

On  thofe  brave  fouls  be  fun'ral  rites  beftow'd. 

Who  bought  this  country  with  their  deareft  blood :    30 

But  firft  the  cold  remains  of  Pallas  fend 

To  his  fad  father,  our  unhappy  friend  ; 

Since  the  dire  chance  of  war,  in  early  bloom. 

Condemns  the  valiant  hero  to  the  tomb  ! 

Then  to  the  tent  his  hafty  courfe  he  fped,  35 

Where  old  Accetes  fits,  and  guards  the  dead. 
Evander's  'fquire  of  old,  in  fields  he  Ihone  : 
A  far  lefs  profp*rous  comrade  to  the  fon ! 
His  friends,  his  foldiers,  and  the  menial  train. 
With  tears  bemoan  the  blooming  hero  flain.  40 

With  lamentable  cries,  and  hair  unbound. 
The  Trojan  dames  in  order  ftand  around. 
Soon  as  ./Eneas  part  the  lofty  door. 
With  louder  groans  the  warrior  they  deplore : 
They  beat  their  breafts ;  tears  gufh  f  om  ev'ry  eye ;  45 
The  rich  pavilions  to  their  Ihrieks  reply. 
His  head  now  rais'd ;  the  pious  prince  of  Troy 
Saw  the  pale  features  of  the  haplefs  boy  j 
Saw  the  wide  wound  amidft  his  ivory  bread ; 
And,  with  a  flood  of  tears,  the  dead  addrefs'd.         50 

Lamented  youth  I  could  fortune  then  intend 
To  blefs  my  arms,  but  fob  me  of  my  friend  f 

My 
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My  friend,  I  hop'd,  (but  ah  !  that  hope  was  vain  ! )  -\ 
Wou'd  ihare  the  glories  of  my  op'ning  reign,  |- 

And,  gay  with  conqueft,  glad  his  fire  again.         5  5  3 
Far  other  promife  to  that  fire  I  pall ! 
Nor  thought  thy  iirft,  firft  warfare  was  thy  laft  : 
Then,  when  he  fent  me  to  my  high  command. 
The  good  old  king^  at  parting,  grafp'd  my  hand. 
And  told,  with  all  a  friend's  and  father's  care,  60 

With  what  fierce  nations  we  muft  wage  the  war. 
Now  for  his  fon,  perhaps,  he  loads  the  Ihrine* 
And  decks  the  fane  of  ev'ry  pow'r  divine  ; 
While,  with  vain  pomp  and  many  an  empty  rite. 
We  bring  him  back  his  Pallas  from  the  fight,  65 

Pale,  llretch'd  in  deatli ;  and,  in  his  lateft  hour, 
Diiclaim'd  by  ev'ry  rtithlefs  heav'nly  pow'r  1 

Now,  for  thefe  triumphs,  muft  thy  mournful  eye 
See  the  fad  fun'ral  of  thy  fon  go  by  ! 
Such,  haplefs  monarch,  are  the  fpoils  we  fend  !         70 
•Such,  the  vain  boaft  and  promife  of  thy  friend  ! 
And  yet  he  fell,  by  Turnus'  arms  opprefs'd. 
His  wounds  all  fair,  and  hone  ft,  on  the  breaft  ! 
Better,  than  to  prolong  by  ftiame  his  breath  ! — 
Then  hadft  thou  curs'd  thy  age,  and  wifti'd  for  death !  '^^ 
Ah  !  what  a  chief  have  our  confed'rate  hoft. 
And  what  a  friend  haft  thou,  Afcanius,  loft  ! 

Thus,  while  a  ftjeam  of  tears  he  fhed  in  vain. 
He  bids  them  raife  the  body  of  the  flain. 
A  thoufand  warriors  from  the  hoft  he  chofe,  80 

To  wait  the  pomp,  and  ftiare  the  father's^woes, 

U  2  The 
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The  due  funereal  honours  to  complete  ; 
A  flender  folace  for  a  lofs  fo  great  1 
Soft  bending  twigs  they  weave  ;  with  care  they  fpread 
The  fvvelling  foliage  o'er  the  verdant  bed,  85 

And  decent  on  the  bier  difpofe  the  dead. 
There  like  a  flov/'r  he  lay,  with  beauty  crown'd, 
Pluck'd  by  fome  lovely  virgin  from  the  ground : 
The  root  no  more  the  mother  earth  fupplies ; 
Yet  Hill  th'  unfaded  colour  charms  the  eyes,  90 

Two  rich  embroidered  robes  -^neas  brought. 
Robes,  which  of  old  the  Tyrian  princefs  wrought. 
One,  round  the  body  of  the  youth  he  fpread, 
Plis  lafl,  laft  gift !  and  one  adorn'd  his  head. 
Drawn  o'er  his  face,  that  when  the  flames  afpire,      95 
With  tlie  fair  locks  may  feed  the  crackling  fire. 
Next,  in  a  line,  darts,  helms,  and  fleeds,  appear. 
Won  by  himfelf ;  the  prizes  of  the  war. 
Then  with  their  pinion 'd  hands  the  captives  came. 
Unhappy  youths  ! — devoted  to  the  flame  I  JOQ 

With  fair  infcriptions  of  the  foes  he  flew. 
The  nobleft  chiefs,  his  glorious  trophies  drew. 
Supported  by  his  friends,  with  woes  opprefs'd, 
Acoetes  rends  his  locks,  and  beats  his  breall ; 
This  moment,  paufcs;  then,  in  forrow  drown 'd,     105 
Breaks  from  their  arms,  and  grovels  on  the  ground. 
All  cover'd  o'er  with  blood,  fucceeds  a  train 
Of  hoftile  cars,  in  honour  of  the  flain. 
Stripp'd  of  his  trappings,  and  his  head  declia'd, 
/Ethon,  his  gen'rous  warrior-horfe,  bel-dnd,  no 

Moves 
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Moves  with  a  folemn,  flow,  majeftic  pace  ; 

And  the  big  tears  run  rolling  down  his  face. 

Thefe,  the  young  hero's  lance  and  helmet  bear  ; 

The  reft,  the  victor  feiz'd,  the  fpoils  of  war. 

The  Trojan,  Tufcan,  and  Arcadian  train  115 

Trail  their  inverted  jav'lins  on  tlie  plain. 

The  pomp  all  paft  ;  thus  good  ^neas  faid. 

With  a  deep  groan,  low  bending  o'er  the  dead  ; 

Hail,  mighty  fpirit,  hail  1 — with  dire  alarms. 

The  Fates  recal  us  to  the  rage  of  arms,  120 

And  to  nevN^  fcenes  of  woe  thy  friends  compel : — 

Farewel,  brave  prince,  a  long  and  laft  farewel. 

This  faid ;  the  mournful  chief,  without  delay. 

Back  to  the  lofty  ramparts  bent  his  way. 

Now  from  the  Latian  court  a  train  were  fped,      1 2  5 
With  wreaths  of  verdant  olives  on  their  head  ; 
Who  a/k  a  truce,  to  fearch  th'  enfanguin'd  plain. 
And  decent  in  their  graves  difpofe  the  flain  : 
Beg,  that  his  wrath  in  conquefc  rnay  be  laid. 
Nor  v.'age  a  war,  relentlefs,  wich  the  dead;  J 30 

But  fpare  their  nation,  late  by  focial  ties. 
By  plighted  love,  and  friendlhip.  Ids  allies. 

The  godlike  hero  grants  their  juft  requeft  ; 
And  in  thefe  words  his  gen'roas  foul  exprefs'd : 
What  fate,  ye  Latians,  urg'd  your  minds  fo  far,     135 
To  fhun  our  friendlhip,  for  this  waiteful  v/ar  ? 
Glad  would  I  grant  the  truce,  you  afk  for  thofe 
Who  dy'd  in  fight,  to  my  furviving  foes.— 
Had  not  the  Fates  ailign'd  thefe  realms  before, 
I  had  not  fail'd  to  your  Hefperian  (liore  j  x  4.0 

U  3  I  wage 
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I  wage  the  war  but  in  my  own  defence ; 

Not  with  your  people,  hut  your  perjur'4  prince. 

Fii  ft,  from  his  league,  perlidious  he  withdrew  ; 

Then  to  proud  Turnus'  arms  for  refuge  flew. 

But  let  proud  Turnus  ftand  ('tis  juil  and  right)         145 

The  terrors  of  this  arm  in  fmgle  fight. 

Would  he  repel  the  Trojans  from  the  land  ? 

Ev'n  let  hini  meet  their  gen>al  hand  to  hand  ! 

Soon  would  be  known,  in  combat  when  we  Itrive, 

Which  heav'n  ordains  to  perilh,  or  furvive.  150 

Go  then,  and  burn  your  llaughter'd  friends,  that  fpread 

The  purple  fields ;  I  war  not  with  the  dead. 

Struck  with  the  gei^'rous  fpeech,  they  ftood  amaz'd. 
And  on  each  other,  fixt  in  wonder,  gaz'd ; 
When  Prances,  fenior  of  the  rev'rend  train,  155 

Th'  inveterate  foe  of  Turnus,  thus  began  : 
How  Hiali.my  tongue  fo  great  a  prince  proclaim. 
Whom  fame  renowns;  whofe  deeds  tranfcend  his  fame  ! 
Whofe  force  and  wifdom,  or  in  war  or  peace. 
Thought  fcarce  can  equal  ;  and  no  words  exprefs !    i6o 
'l^hy  anfvver  will  we  ibon  report,  and  bring 
To  thy  alliance  our  deluded  king. 
And  let  ralh  Turnus  other  courts  implore 
His  fniking  caufe  and  int'refts  to  rellore ; 
While  we  will  lend  our  lab'ring  hands  with  joy^       1 65 
To  raife  this  fated  town,  this  fecond  Troy. 

He  faid ;  the  reft  aftcnt  with  equal  praife. 
And  fix  the  truce  for  twelve  fucceeding  days. 
Meantime  the  Latins  and  the  Trojans  rove 
S.-^fe  o'er  the  hills,  and  mingle  in  the  grove.  170 

"Now 
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Now  the  tough  afh  the  founding  axes  ply  ; 

Th'  unrooted  pines  turn  upward  to  the  iky  : 

The  wedge  divides,  with  many  a  vig'rous  ftroke. 

The  fcented  cedar,  and  the  pond'rous  oak. 

And,  nodding  o'er  the  cars,   (a  mighty  load  1)        175 

The  length'ning  elms  roll  lumb'ring  down  the  road. 

Now  fame,  the  meflenger  of  forrow,  bears 
The  death  of  Pallas  to  the  father's  ears ; 
That  on  triumphant  wings  uith  pride,  before. 
The  glorious  tidings  of  his  conquells  bore.  1 80 

Strait  rufhing  through  the  gates,  the  people  fland 
In  ranks,  a  fun'ral  torch  in  ev'ry  hand. 
The  mingling  blaze  a  dreadful  fplendor  yields. 
Flames  to  the  ikies,  and  lightens  all  the  fields. 
The  Phrygian  train  approach,  a  folemn  Ihow  I         185 
And  join  the  mourners  in  the  public  woe. 
Loud  fhriek  the  matrons,  as  the  corfe  appears. 
And  the  whole  city  feems  one  fcene  of  tears. 
But  nought  the  wretched  father  can  rellrain: 
He  breaks,  all-frantic,  through  the  parting  train ;   190 
Then  on  the  bier  his  aged  body  threw. 
And  kifs'd  his  fon,  as  to  the  corfe  he  grew: 
While  from  his  eyes  the  gufhing  forrows  ilow, 
Fixt  in  a  long  dumb  agony  of  woe. 
A  thoufand  things  in  vain  he  llrove  to  fay,  1 95 

But  fcarce  could  thefe  for  anguilh  find  their  way  : 

Is  this  thy  promife  then,  my  child,  with  care 
And  cool  refer ve,  to  mingle  in  the  war  f 
Too  well,  alas  !  I  knew  how  honour's  charms 
Wou'd  fire  thy  youth  to  feek  the  rough  alarms,  200 
in  thefe  thy  hrft  eifays,  and  rudiments  of  arms  1 

U  4  Oh  I 
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Oh  !  dire  efTays  ! — too  fond  was  thy  delight 

'lo  learn  the  dreadful  leiTons  of  the  fight ! 

Where  now  arc  all  my  vows  (my  Pallas)  where? 

Ah  !   the  Hern  gods  grew  deaf  to  ev'ry  pray'r  !        205 

How  bled  art  thou,  dear  partner  of  my  bed. 

Free  from  this  ftioke,  among  the  happier  dead  ! 

Thee,  heav'fi  in  mercy  fnatch''d  to  fliades  below; 

I'hee,  death  deliver'd  from  this  fcene  of  woe  ! 

I;,  in  the  dregs  of  age,  O  cruel  doom  I  210 

UfGrp  on  nature,  and  defraud  the  tomb  ; 

Stiil  live,  and  drao-  a  load  of  fcrrows  on  ! 

Live—and  (more  terrible!)  fm-vive  my  fon ! 

Me,  in  the  battle,  if  the  foes  had  flain. 

When,  with  my  force,  I  join'd  the  Trojan  train,    215 

i  (^s  I  fnould)  had  perifh'd ;  and  this  ftate 

On  the  dead  father,  not  the  fon,  fliou'd  wait ! 

Nor  yet  will  I  im.pute  my  murder'd  boy 

To  you,  O  warriors  !   or  my  leagues  with  Troy  : 

*Twas  not  your  crime,  my  friends,  he  fell  fo  young;  220 

No  ! — 'tis^the  father's,  v/ho  has  liv'd  fo  long. 

With  his  lla:n  fon  to  blail  his  clofing  eye. 

And  wifn,  in  bitternef.  of  foul,  to  die. 

Yet,  though  before  his  tim.^  the  Fates  requir'd 

My  dear,  dear  boy;  he  glorioufly  expir'd  1  225 

Yet  to  the  deflin'd  fhore  his  friends  he  led. 

And  pird  the  ground  with  mountains  of  the  dead: 

Ye  ?oJs !  I'm  fatisfy'd — he  perifh'd  well ! 

Plis  father  thanks  you  ;  for  in  fight  he  fell ! 

Nor  will  I  add  more  honours  to  the  boy,  230 

Than  thofe  defign'd  him  by  the  prince  of  Troy, 

'  Thcfe, 
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Thofe,  the  bold  Tufcan  hofts  and  heroes  gave. 

To  vvait  the  corfe  triumphant  to  the  grave : 

With  thofe,  his  own  bright  trophies  be  his  Ihare, 

Trophies  of  chiefs,  he  vanquilh'd  in  the  war.  235 

Ah  !  to  thy  years,  proud  Turnus,  had  he  ran. 

Till  age  confirm'd  the  hero  in  the  man, 

Ev'n  thou  hadft  flood  ccnfpicaous  to  the  fight. 

The  moil  diftingui(h'd  trophy  of  the  fight. 

But  why  with  tears  fo  long  have  I  with-he!d  240 

(Wretch  that  I  am  !)  the  folditrs  from  the  iield? 

Go — tell  your  prince,  that  yet  1  breathe  below. 

And  bear  the  world,  a  fpe;5tacle  of  woe  1 

(Robb'd  of  my  age's  pride,  my  on'y  joy  !) 

'Tis,  that  I  wait  his  vengeance  for  my  bov,  245 

His  vengeance  on  proud  Turnu-^'  guilty  head, 

Diie  to  the  fad  furvivor  and  the  dead. 

'Tis  all,  himfelf,  or  fortune,  now  can  give; 

*Tis  for  that  only,  I  endure  to  live. 

Life  has  no  joys  for  me  ;  but  I  fhould  go  250 

Pleas'd  with  thefe  tidings  to  my  boy  belcw ! 

And  no  V,  to  wretched  men,  the  dawning  ray 
Re'lor'd  their  round  of  labour",  and  the  day. 
The  Tufcan  chief  and  Trojan  prince  command. 
To  raife  the  fun'ral  ftrutlures  on  the  ftrand.  255 

Then  to  the  piles,  as  ancient  rites  ordain. 
Their  friends  convey  the  re'icks  of  the  flain. 
From  the  black  flames  the  fullen  vapours  rife. 
And  fmoke  in  curling  volumes  to  the  fkies. 
The  foot  thrice  compafs  the  high-blazing  pyres;     25a 
Thrice  move  .the  horfe,  in  circles,  round  the  fires. 

ThciI^^ 
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Their  tears,  as  loud  they  howl  at  ev'ry  round. 

Dim.  their  bright  arms,  and  trickle  to  the  ground. 

A  peal  of  groans  fucceeds  ;  and  heav'n  rebounds 

To  the  mixt  cries,  and  trumpet's  martial  founds.    265 

Some,  in  the  flames,  the  wheels  and  bridles  throw. 

The  fwords  and  helmets  of  the  vanquifh'd  foe. 

Some,  the  known  fhields  their  brethren  bore  in  vain. 

And  unfuccefsful  jav'lins  of  the  flain. 

Now  round  the  piles  the  bellowing  oxen  bled,  270 

And  brilHy  fwine ;  in  honour  of  the  dead. 

The  fxelds  they  drove ;  the  fleecy  flocks  they  flew. 

And  on  the  greedy  flames  the  vi6lims  threw. 

Around  their  friends  the  penfive  warriors  ftand. 

And  watch  the  dying  fires  along  the  flrand;  275 

Many  a  long  look  they  caH  with  ftreaming  eyes. 

And  wait  till  dewy  night  had  fpangled  o'er  the  fkies. 

Nor  with  lefs  toil  the  bufy  Latian  train 
Erecl  unnumber'd  llru£lures  for  the  flain  ; 
3ome,  to  their  graves,  with  pious  c:ire  commend;  280 
Some  to  their  native  coafts  and  cities,  fend. 
Some,  of  difHnguifh'd  rank  and  higli  renown. 
Are  borne  with  fun'ral  tropliies  to  the  town ; 
The  reft,  unhonour'd,  to  the  fires  they  yield ; 
The  hi:ge  promilcuous  carnage  of  the  field  !  285, 

From  the  thick  piles,  the  ilreaming  flames  arife. 
Blaze  o'er  the  fields,  and  kindle  half  the  fides. 

When  the  third  morn  difclos'd  the  dawning  day. 
They  fearch'd  the  heaps,  and  bore  the  bones  away  : 
]yi  the  warm  afiies  their  remains  they  found,        290  n 
Quench'd  with  their  tears,-  and  bury'd  in  the  ground;  > 
Thtr,  o'er  the  relicks  rais'd  a  lofty  mound.  J 

But 
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But  more  tumultuous  fhrieks  and  clamours  ring 
Through  the  wide  town,  and  palace  of  the  king : 
Boys,  mothers,  wives,  and  iilcers,  there  complain  295 
For  fathers,  children,  lords,  and  brothers,  llain. 
All  with  one  gen'ral  voice  the  war  abhorr'd. 
And  the  dire  nuptials  of  the  Daunian  lord. 
Let  him,  whofe  boundlefs  and  ambitious  pride 
Afpires  to  gain  a  cro\vn,  and  regal  bride,  300 

Let  Turnus  (they  exclaim)  in  arms  appear. 
And  with  his  fmgle  fword  decide  the  war. 
This,  Drances  ftill  inflames ;  and  adds,  with  fpite ; 
His  godlike  foe  has  dar'd  him  to  the  iight. 
But  Turnus  to  his  fide  a  number  draws,  305 

Who  v/armly  plead  the  blooming  hero's  caufe  : 
He  ftands  fupported  by  his  former  fame ; 
And  the  queen's  favour  (hades  his  injur'd  name. 

'Midii  thefe  debates  the  penfive  envoys  bring 
The  final  anfwer  of  th'  ^Ltolian  king —  310 

Nor  pray'rs,  nor  gifts,  avail ;  but  all  the  coil. 
With  all  the  fruitlefs  em.bafTy,  was  loft. 
New  fuccours  muft  be  fought ;  or  peace  implor'd. 
In  terms  fabmilTive,  of  the  Trojan  lord. 
The  Latian  king,  furrounded  by  his  foes,  3  i  j 

Sinks  in  defpair,  and  bends  beneath  his  woes. 
The  wrath  of  heav'n,  the  recent  tombs,  that  fpread 
The  fields  o'er-charg'd  and  peopled  with  the  dead. 
Point  out  the  Trojan  chief,  ordain 'd  by  fate 
To  fway  the  fceptre  of  the  Latian  flate,  320 

He  calls  a  council ;  at  the  fov'reign's  call 
The  peers,  affembled,  croud  the  regal  hall : 

'  There 
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There,  -midil  the  rev'rend  fathers  of  the  Hate, 

Wild  mourniul  looks  the  hoary  monarch  fate ; 

The  monarch  bids  th'  embafTadors  report,  325 

DiftinA,  their  anfwer  from  th'  ^tolian  court. 

Then,  while  attention  held  the  folemn  train. 

With  rev'rence  due,  fage  Venulus  began  : 

Ye  peers,  a  length  of  lands  and  perils  pail. 
We  favv  the  royal  Diomede  at  laft ;  330 

And  touch'd,  with  wonder  and  refpedlful  joy. 
The  mighty  hand  that  rais'd  imperial  Troy. 
There,  blell  with  eafe,  the  happy  vi(5tor  builds 
A  fecond  Argos  in  the  Gargan  fields. 
Strait  to  the  court  admitted,  we  begun,  335 

And  in  fubmifTive  terras  addrefs'd  the  throne; 
preisnt  our  gifts,  our  names  and  land  difclofe  ; 
What  war  required  his  aid;  and  who  his  fees. 
When,  with  foft  accents  and  a  pieafmg  look. 
Thus,  in  return,  the  gracious  monarch  fpoke  :  340 

Ye  blefl  Aufonians  !  bleft,  from  tlmss  of  old. 
By  righteous  Saturn,  with  an  age  of  gold  1 
V/hat  madneA  rous'd  you  now  with  vain  alarms. 
From  long  hereditary  peace,  to  arm.s  ? 
All,  all  our  Argive  kings,  who  dar'd  employ  345 

Their  fwords  to  violate  the  tovv'rs  of  Troy 
(Thofe  clviefs  I  pafs  that  under  Ilion  dy'd. 
Or  Sim.ois  whelm'd  beneath  his  roaring  tide) 
1  ofs'd  round  the  world,  in  ev'ry  diitant  clime. 
Atone  the  gui't  of  that  prffjm.ptuous  crime.  350 

From  that  dire  war  our  dcfp'rate  courfe  we  bore. 
Each  diiv'n  by  tempeils  on  a  diiF'rent  iliore. 
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Such  fcenes  of  forrow  not  a  foe  cou'd  hear. 
Nor  Priam's  felf  relate  without  a  tear. 
This  truth  Minerva's  vengeful  ftorm  can  tell,  355 

When  on  Caphareus'  rocks  Oileus  fell. 
Tlie  *  Spartan  lord,  a  banifh'd  wretch,  was  hurl'd 
To  t  Proteus'  pillars,  in  a  dliiant  world. 
UlyfTes,  on  the  dread  Sicilian  coail:. 
Saw  the  grim  Cyclops  ;  and  his  comrades  loft.  360 

From  Crete,  Idomeneus,  an  exile,  fled; 
In  his  own  realm,  unhappy  Pyrrhus  bled. 
To  Libyan  fhores,  the  Locrian  fquadrons  fly ; 
To  flaming  funs,  that  fcorch  the  mid-day  fky. 
The  X  king  of  kings,  ill-fated  !  loft  his  life,  365 

Stabb'd  in  his  palace,  by  his  traitrefs  wife. 
There  the  great  vidor  of  all  Afia  bied ; 
The  proud  adult'rer  mounts  his  tlircne  and  bed. 
Then,  what  long  woes  were  mine?  by  heav'n  deny'd 
To  fee  my  native  realm,  and  beauteous  bride?        370 
For  that  bleft  fight,  fad  omens  fhock  my  eye ; 
Transform'd  to  birds,  my  comrades  mount  the  fky. 
Oh  dire  infli£lions  ! — Now  they  wander  o'er 
The  tiHiy  floods,  or  fcream  along  the  fhore. 
From  that  curs'd  moment  all  tliefc  woes  were  due,  375 
When,  flr'd  with  rage,  againft  the  gods  I  flew; 
And,  in  the  fight,  my  daring  lance  profan'd 
(Mad  as  I  was)  immortal  V'enus'  hand. 
When  Ilion  fell,  my  vengeance  then  was  o'er; 
And  with  her  ruins  will  I  war  no  more.  a  So 

•  Mene!au3,  +  Esy?^  %  Agamemnon. 

My 
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My  fowl,  now  calm,  no  longer  dwells  with  joy 

On  thofe  misfortunes  which  we  brought  on  TroVi 

Bear  back  the  prefents,  and  the  gifts  you  bring, 

('Tis  far,  far  fafer)  to  the  Trojan  king. 

Forxvell,  too  well,  the  mighty  chief  I  know,  385 

And  met  in  rigid  light  the  god -like  foe ; 

Dreadful  in  arms  he  tow'r'd  before  the  hoft ; 

Heav'ns  !  with  how  fierce  a  fpring  the  lance  he  toll ! 

How,  like  a  whirlwind,  hurl'd  it  o'er  the  field  I 

How  high  he  fliook  the  fword,  and  rais'd  the  pond'rous 

fhield  ! 
Had  Troy  produc'd  two  more  of  equal  fame,  391 

Their  conduift,  courage,  ftrength,  and  worth,  the  fame; 
All  Greece  had  trembled  thro'  her  hundred  fiates 
Troy,  with  a  tide  of  war,  had  turn'd  the  Fates 
Pour'd  o'er  her  plains,  and  thunder'd  at  her  gates. 395 
His  conquering  fword,  and  Hedor's  valiant  hand. 
So  long  of  old  repell'd  the  Grecian  band : 
Their  fmgle  valour  fav'd  their  native  v/all, 
And  ten  whole  years  fufpended  Ilion's  fall. 
^'Eneas  fhone  his  equal  in  the  field ;  400 

Bat  in  his  rev'rence  to  the  gods  excell'd. 
Make  peace,  my  Latian  friends  ;  but  oh  !  forbear 
To  tempt  fo  terrible  a  foe  to  war. — 
This  is  the  fam,  great  king,  of  what  he  faid. 
And  this  th'  advice  of  royal  Diomede.  405 

7'hus,  of  their  charge,  the  legates  made  report ; 
Strait  ran  a  mingled  murmur  through  the  court. 
So  when  by  rocks  the  torrents  are  withilood, 
-In  deep  lioarfe  murmurs  rolls  th'  imprifon'd  flood; 

Beats 


es;     1 
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Seats  on  the  banks  ;  and,  with  a  fuUen  found,         410 
Works,  foams,  and  runs  in  circling  eddies  round. 
Soon  as  the  noife  was  fJenc'd  from  the  throne, 
(Heav'n  firfl  invok'd)  the  hoary  prince  begun; 
I  wifh,  O  rev'rend  fathers,  we  had  fate. 
Before  thefe  perils,  on  th*  endanger'd  flate  :  415 

Far  better  than  a  council  now  to  call. 
When  Troy's  embody'd  pow'rs  furround  our  wall  1 
An  hoft  of  heroes  to  the  fight  we  dare. 
And  wage  with  demigods  a  fatal  war. 
No  toils  their  fiery  ardor  can  rellrain ;  420 

Though  vanquifh'd,  flrait  they  fly  to  arms  again. 
Our  hopes  of  great  Tydides'  aid  are  {{own ; 
And  now  mufl  centre  in  ourfelves  alone  : 
Nor  thefe  how  (lender,  need  I  here  relate. 
Since  your  own  eyes  behold  our  dang'rous  flate.      425 
Not  but,  I  grant,  all  fought  with  all  their  pow'r ; 
Arms,  flrength,  and  courage,  could  perform  no  more. 
In  the  dire  war,  has  labour'd  ev'ry  hand. 
With  the  whole  force  and  numbers  of  the  land. 
But  fHll  in  vain  our  efforts  have  we  try'd ;  430 

Heav'n  fights  for  Troy,  and  combats  on  her  fide. 
Then  hear  attentive  -what  m.y  thoughts  fuggell — 
A  length  of  lands,  far-flretching  to  the  weft, 
Againfl  Sicania,  near  the  Tyber,  lies ; 
Where,  high  in  air,  the  tow'ring  hills  arife.  435 

Thefe  trafts,  th'  Auruncians  and  Rutulians  plough. 
And  feed  their  flocks  along  the  bending  brow. 
Thefe,  with  their  woods,  the  Trojans  fhall  pofTefs, 
And  both  the  nations  join  in  leagues  of  peace. 

Since 
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Since  facK  their  widi,  ev'n  let  the  warlike  band       44Q 

R-^ife  a  new  town,  and  i'  ttle  in  the  land. 

But  wou'd  they  leave  O'-ir  Latian  fhores  again. 

And  for  fome  other  region  crofs  the  main. 

Twice  ten  ftrong  veflels  let  us  build,  or  more 

(For  thick  the  forells  grow  along  the  fnore)  :  4^^ 

I'he  form  and  number  let  themfelves  affign ; 

The  work,  the  rigging,  and  the  coft,  be  mine. 

Yet  more  ; — with  peaceful  olive  in  their  hand. 

An  hundred  peers  and  princes  of  the  land. 

To  firm  the  facred  league,  in  folemn  ftate,  450 

With  ample  prefents  on  their  prince  ihall  v/ait; 

Rich  gifts  of  gfild,  and  polifh'd  ivory  bear. 

The  robe  of  purple,  and  the  regal  chair. 

Ye  peers !  with  freedom  thefe  high  points  debate  ; 

Speak,  fpeak  your  minds,  and  fave  the  fmking  llate.455 

Then  Drances  rofe,  a  proud  diftinguifh'd  name. 
With  envy  fir'd  at  Turnus'  fpreading  fame. 
His  mother's  blood  illuftrious  fplendors  grace. 
By  birth  as  gen'rcus,  as  his  fire  was  bafe. 
Potent  and  rich,  in  faftious  counfels  fkill'd ;  460 

Eold  at  the  board ;  a  coward  in  the  field  ; 
Loud  he  harangu'd  the  court ;  and,  as  he  rofe, 
Thefe  vile  reproaches  on  the  warrior  throws : 

What  you  propofe,  great  monarch,  is  fo  plain 
To  all  the  fynod,  that  replies  are  vain.  465 

But  none  dares  fpeak;  though  all  can  underftand 
The  fole  expedient  our  affairs  demand. 
Let  him,  by  whofe  unhappy  conduft  led. 
For  whofe  curs'd  caufe,  io-  many  chiefs  have  bled. 

So 
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So  many  princes  of  our  land  lie  low,  470 

Till  our  whole  city  wears  one  face  of  woe. 

Him,  who  pretends  to  ftorm  a  hofl:,  but  flies. 

While  the  proud  boaiiful  coward  braves  the  fkies ; 

Let  Tumus  (for  I  muH,  I  will,  purfue 

The  public  good,  though  death  is  in  my  view)        475 

Grant  that  high  favour  to  this  rev'rend  train, 

At  leall,  of  thefe  our  fufr 'rings  to  complain  ! 

O  king  !  to  thofe  rich  gifts  defign'd  before 

For  the  great  Trojan,  add  one  prefent  more  : 

One  that  your  duteous  fenate  mull  requeft,  480 

And  one  he  values  more  than  all  the  reft. 

By  fear  or  violence  no  longer  fway'd 

Give  to  fo  brave  a  prince  th'  imperial  maid ; 

By  that  fure  pledge  a  lafting  peace  obtain ; 

Or  know,  the  peace,  without  the  pledge,  is  vain.  485 

But  fliould  our  king  fo  bold  a  ftep  difclaim, 

Aw'd  by  the  terrors  of  his  rival's  name ; 

To  dreadful  Turnus  we  prefer  our  pray'r 

For  his  permiflion,  to  beftow  the  fair. 

And  to  our  prince  and  country  to  reftore  49# 

Their  rights,  and  blufter  on  the  throne  no  more. 

Why,  for  thy  pride,  our  lives  fnould  we  expofe, 

0  fatal  chief  I  the  fource  of  all  our  woes  ? 
'Tis  a  deftru(5live  war  ;  but,  to  be  free 

From  thefe  long  ills,  we  humbly  fue  to  thee  ;  495 

To  thee,  for  peace  are  all  our  pray'rs  apply 'd  ; 
And,  the  fole  pledge  of  peace,  the  royal  bride. 
And  firft,  myfelf,  thy  fancy'd  foe  (a  name 

1  fcorn  alike  to  own,  or  to  difclaim) 

Vol.  LIII.  X  Ev'n 


3o6  PITT'S    POEMS, 

Ev'n  I,  a  fuppliant,  beg  thy  grace,  to  fpare  500 

Our  bleeding  country,  and  forfake  the  war. 

In  pity,  prince,  this  wond'rous  favour  yield  : 

'Tis  time,  when  routed,  to  renounce  the  field  ! 

Too  long  have  we  bemoan'd  our  flaughter'd  hofls. 

Our  lands  difpeopled,  and  our  wafled  coafts.  505 

If  love  of  glory  has  thy  foul  poffeft. 

If  fame  infpires,  or  courage  warms  thy  breaft ; 

If  none  can  pleafe  thee,  but  a  princefs — go — 

Meet  in  the  lifted  field  thy  gen'rous  foe. 

Sure!  if  our  worthy  chief  a  queen  can  gain,  510 

For  us— no  matter — we  may  well  be  flain  ! 

Unwept,  unbury'd;  to  the  fowls  refignM; 

The  world's  laft  dregs ;  the  refufe  of  mankind ! 

We,  worthlefs  fouls  !  were  born  for  him  alone. 

And,  from  our  necks,  he  mounts  into  the  throne  '.515 

But  go,  proud  warrior,  if  one  fpark  remains 

Of  courage  in  thy  foul,  and  warms  thy  veins ; 

Go — meet  thy  rival — anfwer  his  demand — 

Go — fight  the  Trojan  hero,  hand  to  hand. 

Yet  the  vain  boafter  foon,  I  truft,  will  fly,  520 

Nor  ftand  the  terrors  of  that  deathful  eye  1 

Thefe  fcornful  words  the  haughty  youth  engage 
In  all  the  fiery  violence  of  rage  ; 
Then,  while  a  groan  of  indignation  broke 
Deep  from  his  heart,  the  wrathful  hero  fpoke  :       525 

Drances,  that  tongue  a  ftream  of  words  can  yield ; 
Then,  when  our  hands  are  wanted  in  the  field, 
Firft  in  debate  !  but  fure  'tis  fafer  far 
With  words  to  llourilh,  than  to  wage  the  war ; 

To 
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To  dealin  long  harangues,  while  wall;  Inclofe         530 

Thee  and  thy  fears ;  and  guard  thee  from  the  foes. 

Remov'd  from  danger,  you  can  talk  aloud. 

And  mouth  and  bellow  to  the  lilFning  croud. 

Proceed  then,  daftard,  in  thy  wonted  ftrain  ; 

Throw  forth  a  ftorm  of  eloquence  again  :  53^ 

With  ail  thy  malice,  all  thy  art,  declaim. 

And  brand  with  cowardice  my  injur'd  fame  I 

Since  the  fall  triumphs  of  the  day  are  thine* 

And  thy  own  trophies  Hand  as  high  as  mine  ! 

Try,  try,  this  hour,  thy  courage  ;  fee  !  the  foes    540 

Advance,  approach  us,  and  our  walls  inclofe  : 

Lo  !  in  the  battle  all  the  troops  are  join'd  ! 

Why  halts  the  fiery  Drances  yet  behind  ? 

Shall  all  thy  valour,  wretch  1  confifi:  (o  long 

In  thofe  fvvift:  feet,  and  in  that  fwifter  tongue  ?        5  4 j 

I  routed,  monfter  !  and  compell'd  to  fly  ? — 

Who  but  th^'felf  could  foi-ge  that  fhameleis  lye  ? 

Say,  was  I  routed  on  yon  deathful  plain. 

When  Tyber's  ilreams  ran  purple  to  the  main  ? 

Where,  wretch,  didllthou  fit  brooding  o'er  thy  fear,  550 

When  Pallas  bled  beneath  my  vengeful  fpear  ? 

When,  all  in  heaps,  liis  vanquilh'd  troops  retir'd 

Before  this  arm,  or  round  their  lord  expir'd. 

Or  where  ?— Vv'hen  both  the  giant  brethren  fell ; 

When  thoufands  more  my  faulchion  plung'd  to  hell  555 

In  one  vidlorious  day,  tho'  compafs'd  round 

With  foes,  and  prefs'd  within  the  hoftile  mound? 

All,  all,  but  thou,  flood  witnefs  to  the  fight ! 

Nor  didll:  thou  dare  look  out  uoon  the  fi^rht ! 

X  2  'Tls 
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*Tis  a  dellru6live  war — Go,  daftard,  go,  560 

And  preach  tliat  rule  you  praflice,  to  the  foe ; 

At  once  avow  that  int'reft  you  embrace  : 

Go,  and  alarm  our  friends,  our  arms  difgrace  ; 

But  praife  and  honour  a  twice -vanquifh'd  race. 

Tell,  tell  the  croud,  how  ev'ry  Argive  lord  565 

And  monarch  trembled  at  the  Phrygian  fword  ; 

That  T'ydeus'  fon,  that  Peleus'  baffled  heir, 

Retir'd  from  Heclor,  nor  cou'd  fland  his  war  j 

That  Aufidus  himfelf,  with  fudden  dread. 

When  on  his  banks  ^neas  rais'd  his  head,  5 

Ran  back,  aftonifh'd,  to  his  native  bed. 

Such  are  his  bafe  fuggeftiony,  which  appear 

Falfe  as  himfelf;  or  his  diffembled  fear 

Of  my  revenge  :  that  vanity  refign  ; 

Such  blood  fhall  never  ftain  a  fword  like  mine  I        575 

Still  may  thy  foul  difmifs  that  idle  care. 

Lurk  in  that  abjeft  breall,  and  tremble  there  !  — 

But  to  refume,  O  king  !  our  great  debate 

(Your  dread  commands)  the  folemn  cares  of  Hate  : 

Since  on  our  arms  no  farther  llrefs  you  lay,  580 

But  lofe  at  once  all  courage,  with  the  day  ; 

If,  on  this  one  defeat,  our  hopes  are  o'er ; 

If  all  our  future  profpe6ls  are  no  more  ; 

Gods  1  let  us  raife  thefe  coward  hands,  to  gain 

Peace,  pardon,  life;  and  court  the  vidor's  chain  I  585 

Yet,  O  ye  princes !  did  the  leaft  remains 

Of  our  bold  fathers  courage  warm  our  veins ; 

Thofe  I  fhou'd  ever  deem  the  truly  great, 

Thofe,  who  in  fields  of  battle  brave  their  fate ; 

Thofe, 
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Thofe,  who,  to  'fcape  that  fhame,  with  glory  fir'd,    590 
Bled  ;  and,  at  once,  triumphantly  expir'd  ! 
But  fince  a  yet-unbroken  force  we  find, 
Confed'rate  towns,  and  nations  ftill  behind  ; 
Since  Troy,  fo  nobly  by  our  troops  withftood. 
Has  bought  her  glory  with  her  deareft  blood ;  595 

Since,  in  their  turn,  the  tempefl  threatens  all ; 
Since,  with  the  vanquifli'd,  the  proud  vigors  fall ; 
Why,  on  our  firft  attempt,  this  low  defpair  ? 
This  flight,  before  the  trumpet  calls  to  war  ? 
Time  oft  has  fuccour'd  an  endanger'd  ftate  6o3 

By  fome  new  change,  and  fnatch'd  her  from  her  fate  I 
Some  kingdoms  ftrange  viciflitudes  fuftain  ; 
Now  crufh'd  by  fortune,  and  now  rais'd  again  ! 
What  though  th'  ^tolian  monarch  has  deny'd 
To  arm,  and  bring  his  forces  to  our  fide,  605 

Yet,  with  MefTapus,  on  our  part  appears 
Tolumnius,  ilill  fuccefsful  in  the  wars  ; 
And  many  a  glorious  chief  who  lead  their  bands. 
Impatient  for  renown,  from  diilant  lands. 
Befides  our  Latian  youth,  of  matchlefs  might,         610 
With  glory  fir'd,  and  eager  for  the  figlit. 
The  Volfcian  princefs  leads  her  vaiiant  train. 
All  iheath'd  in  brazen  armour,  to  the  plain. 
But  fmce  my  foes  and  friends  the  fight  demand  ; 
The  public  peace  no  longer  I  withfland  :  615 

Full  well  the  way  to  vidlory  I  know  ; 
In  that  high  hope,  I'll  dare  this  dreaded  foe. 
This  ne.v  Achilles  to  the  lifted  field. 
In  all  his  heav'nly  arms,  and  huge  Vulcanian  fhleld  ! 
X  3  Nor 
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No-  fliall  my  deeds  my  anceftry  difgrace,  620 

Nor  once  degen'rate  from  my  glorious  race. 

For  you,  O  king !  for  you,  my  friends,  for  all. 

Behold  your  felf-devoted  Turnus  fall ! 

Me  does  my  rival  to  the  fight  demand  ? 

Grant,  O  ye  gods !  the  challenge  ilill  may  fland;  625 

Nor  let  yon  wretch,  however  you  decide 

My  fate,  the  danger  or  the  fame  divide. 

Meantime  j£neas,  midrt  the  high  debate. 
Leads  on  his  eager  troops  to  feize  the  gate. 
The  Trojan  fquadrons,  and  the  Tufcan  train,  SjQ 

March  from  the  flood,  embatded,  o'er  the  plain. 
Before  the  godlike  prince,  the  loud  report 
Flew  fwifr,  and  fcar'd  the  city  and  die  court  j 
The  crouds  all  kindle  at  the  dire  alarms. 
And,  nr'd  with  martial  fury,  fly  to  arms.  6^^ 

The  youth  rufh  forth  to  war  ;  the  fires  complain. 
And  ftrive  to  Hop  the  growing  rage  in  vain. 
From  either  fide  the  difr 'rent  murmurs  rife. 
And  their  tumultuous  clamours  rend  the  fkies. 
So  ring  the  forells  with  the  fjather'd  brood,  640 

A  thoufand  notes  re-echoing  through  the  wood  : 
So  fcrcam  the  fvvans  on  fair  Padufa's  bounds ; 
And  down  the  waters  float  the  mingling  founds. 
Is  thi-.  an  hour,  cool  methods  to  devife. 
And  talk  of  peace  ?  the  iiery  Turnus  cries ;  645 

Declaim,  ye  daftards,  talk,  ye  triflers,  on. 
While  the  proud  Trojan  arms,  and  florms  the  town  ! 

He  faid  ;  and  rufii'd  impetuous  to  the  plain  ; 
Lead,  lead,  brave  \"olur'«s,  our  Ardean  train. 

And 
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And  fummon  to  the  fight  the  Volfcian  force  ;  650 

Thou,  thou,  Meffapus,  range  th'  embattled  horfe. 
And  join  great  Coras,  and  his  brother's  care. 
Wide  o'er  the  field  to  fpread  the  op'ning  war. 
All,  all,  be  ready ;  with  divided  pow'rs 
Guard  you  the  pafTes ;  you  defend  the  tow'rs,         655 
Bend  you  to  battle  ;  and,  in  firm  array. 
Attend  your  gen'ral  where  he  leads  the  way. 

The  troops  obey  ;  and,  gath'ring  at  the  call. 
Pour  in  tumultous  heaps  to  guard  the  wall. 
The  penfive  father  of  the  Latian  ftate  660 

(Confus'd,  amaz'd)  fufpended  th^  debate ; 
And  his  own  condu6l  blames,  that  he  refign'd 
To  the  queen's  counfel  his  compliant  mind; 
On  fuch  wrong  motives  rais'd  an  impious  war. 
And  robb'd  the  Trojan  of  the  promis'd  fair.  66^ 

To  fink  a  trench  before  the  gates,  they  run. 
Fix  the  llrong  pile,  and  roll  the  pond'rous  Hone. 
Alarm'd,  and  fummon'd  by  the  trumpet^s  found. 
Boys,  maids,  and  matrons,  croud  the  ramparts  round. 
All  aids  thefe  dire  extremities  demand,  670 

Fire  ev'ry  heart,  and  ftrengthen  ev'ry  hand. 

Now,  with  the  queen,  the  matrons  in  a  train 
Ride  with  large  prefents  to  Minerva's  fane : 
Lavinia  grac'd  her  fide  ;  the  royal  fair  ; 
The  guiltlefs  caufe  of  this  deftrudive  war.  6j^' 

To  earth  her  ftreaming  eyes  the  maid  inclin'd ; 
In  fad  proceffion  move  the  croud  behind. 
They  burn  rich  odours  at  the  facred  Ihrine, 
And  feek,  with  fuppliant  pray'r,  the  pow'rs  divine : 

X  4  AgdnlV 
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Againil:  tlie  Phrygian  pirate,  lend  thy  aid,  6So 

O  queen  of  battles !  great  Tiitonian  maid  ! 
Break,  break  his  jav'iin  ;  let  him  meet  his  fate, 
'  And  grind  the  dull  beneath  our  lofty  gate  ! 

Meanwhile  in  arms  the  furious  Turnus  ftione : 
Firfl,  the  brave  hero  drew  the  corflet  on  ;  685 

Thick  fcales  cf  brafs  the  cofdy  work  infold ; 
His  manly  legs  he  cas'd  in  greaves  of  gold. 
Bare  vvns  his  face ;  and,  with  a  martial  pride, 
The  ftarry  f^'ord  hung  glitt'ring  at  his  fide. 
Bold  and  exulting,  with  a  dauntlefs  air,  690 

The  mighty  chief  anticipates  the  war ; 
In  his  fond  hopes  already  has  he  won 
The  field,  before  the  battle  is  begun. 
The  golden  fplendors,  dazzling  to  the  view, 
Flalh'd  from  his  arms,  and  lighten'd  as  he  flew.      695 

So  tlie  gay  pamper'd  fteed,  with  loofen'd  reins. 
Breaks  from  the  Hall,  and  pours  along  the  plains ; 
With  large  fmocth  ilrokes  he  rulhes  to  the  flood. 
Bathes  his  bright  fides,  and  cools  his  fiery  blood ; 
Neighs  as  he  flics ;  and,  tofiing  high  his  head,        700 
Snufrs  the  fair  females  in  the  diilant  mead ; 
At  ev'ry  motion,  o'er  his  neck  reclin'd. 
Plays  his  redundant  mane,  and  dances  in  the  wind. 

Him,  at  the  gate,  thus  ifliiing  to  the  plain, 
Camilla  meets  with  all  her  female  train ;  705 

Leaps  in  a  moment  from  her  gen'rous  ileed ; 
The  beauteous  band  alight  with  equal  fpeed : 
Prince,  if  the  bold  and  brave  {{he  cries)  may  dare 
'I'rod  their  own  valour  for  fuccefs  in  war^ 

Myfelf, 
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Myfelf,  with  thefe,  will  fland  the  Trojan  force;     710 

Myfelf  will  vanquiih  all  the  Tufcan  horfe. 

Guard  thou  the  city;  be  that  province  thine; 

But  let  the  dangers  of  the  field  be  mine. 

O  queen  1  thy  country's  pride,  the  chief  replies 

(And  on  the  dread  virago  fix'd  his  eyes)  ;  715 

To  fuch  uncommon  worth,  heroic  maid ! 

What  thanks  are  due  ?  wliat  honours  can  be  paid  ? 

Since  thofe,  and  death,  you  fcorn  with  equal  pride. 

With  me,  the  labours  of  the  day  divide. 

The  Trojan  bent  his  fraudful  fcheme  to  frame         720 
(In  this  my  fpies  confirm  the  voice  of  fame), 

Kas  fent,  before,  his  active  troops,  who  wield 

The  lighter  arms,  to  fcour  along  tlie  open  field. 

Meantime  himfelf,  along  the  lofty  crown 

Qf  yon  lleep  mountain,  haftens  to  the  town,  725 

But,  in  the  wood,  an  ambufh  I  prepare. 

And  try  to  foil  him  in  the  wiles  of  war. 

He  lies  Imprifon'd  in  that  narrow  ftreight ; 

And,  if  he  moves,  he  rufhes  on  his  fate. 

Go  thou,  fupported  by  our  Latian  force,  730 

Go — uith  fpread  enfigns  meet  the  Tufcan  horfe. 

Great  Tybur's  brothers,  both  renovvn'd  in  m.ight. 

With  brave  Meffapus,  wait  thee  to  the  fight. 

Beneath  thy  care,  (hall  march  the  martial  band, 

Fir'd  by  thy  high  example  and  command.  735 

This  faid ;  each  chief  he  rous'd  to  arms,  and  goes 

W^ith  eager  fpeed  to  circumvent  the  foes. 

A  winding  vale  there  lay,  within  the  fliade 
Of  vyocds,  by  nature  for  an  ambufli  made. 

To 
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To  this,  a  rough  and  flender  pafiage  led  ;  740 

Above,  a  fmooth  and  level  plain  was  fpread. 
Unknown,  and  ftretching  o'er  the  mountain's  head. 
There  fafe,  the  foldier,  to  the  left  or  right. 
May  dare  th'  afcending  war,  and  urge  the  fight ; 
Roll  rocky  fragments  from  the  craggy  brow,  74^ 

And  dafli  the  pond'rous  ruins  on  the  foe. 
Hither  the  prince  (for  well  he  knew  the  way) 
Flew,  feiz'd  the  poll,  and  clofe  in  ambulh  lay. 

But  now  Latonia,  in  th'  ethereal  fphere. 
For  her  Camilla  touch'd  with  anxious  fear,  750 

Befpoke  fwift  Opis,  in  a  mournful  Urain, 
A  nymph,  and  one  of  her  own  virgin  train : 
Alas !  dear  Opis,  my  Camilla  goes 
To  feek  the  fatal  war,  and  brave  the  foes ; 
See  !  where  Ihe  rudies  to  the  deathfal  plain,  755 

And  proudly  wears  Diana's  arms  in  vain  1 
Still  from  my  foul  the  darling  maid  I  lov'd; 
And  time  the  growing  fondnefs  has  improv'd ; 
E'er  fince  ilern  Metabus,  her  haplefs  fire, 
Forc'd  by  his  rebel  fabjecfhs  to  retire,  766 

Fled  from  Pivernum,  his  imperial  town. 
And  loft  his  old  hereditary  crown. 
Safe  he  convey'd,  through  crouds  of  raging  foes. 
His  babe,  the  dear  companion  of  his  woes. 
And  call'd  Camilla,  from  her  mother's  name ;         765 
And  in  his-  flight  through  wilds  and  deferts  came  ; 
The  favage  hills  and  woods  he  wander'd  o'er. 
And  in  his  arms  the  lovely  burthen  bore ; 

While 
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While  with  their  jav'lin^,  in  an  endbfa  tide. 

The  VoHcians  prefs'd  their  prince  on  ev'ry  lide  :      'j'ja 

When  lo  !  old  Amafeims'  llreams  delay 

His  courfe,  and  foam  acrofs  the  warrior's  way : 

For  late,  the  flood,  increas'd  with  ludden  rains. 

Had  burfl  the  banks,  and  floated  half  the  plains ; 

Firll  he  refolves  to  fwim,  and  gain  the  fliore  ;  'j'ji^ 

But  love  retards  him,  and  the  charge  he  bore. 

Thus,  while  a  thoufand  fchemes  divide  his  breafl. 

Sudden,  on  this,  he  Axes  as  the  be/l  : 

His  mighty  pond'rous  fpear,  of  knotted  oak. 

Long  harden'd  in  the  flames,  the  monarch  took;    780 

To  this  flirong  lance  the  tender  babe  he  bound. 

With  cork  and  pliant  cfiers  wrapt  around. 

Then  pois'd  the  loaded  fpear,  in  adl  to  throw; 

But  for  my  favour  firil:  addrefs'd  his  vow : 

To  thee,  cliafte  goddefs  of  the  forefl  wild,  785 

Behold  I  a  father  dedicates  his  child  ; 

She  flies  for  refuge  to  thy  pow'r  divine. 

And  the  firfl:  weapons  that  flie  knows  are  thine. 

Thus  then  I  fend,  to  thy  proteifling  care. 

Thy  little  fuppliant  through  the  fields  of  air.  795^ 

This  faid ;  with  all  his  force  the  lance  he  threw ; 

High  o'er  the  roaring  waves  Camilla  flew ; 

Then  the  bold  warrior,  prefs'd  on  ev'ry  fide 

By  his  fierce  foes,  plung'd  headlong  in  the  tide. 

The  flood  furmounted,  and  the  jav'lin  tore,  793; 

Charg'd  with  the  facred  infant,  from  the  fliore. 

Each  town  with  fl;ern  unhofpitable  hate, 

Againfl  the  wand'ring  monarch  fliut  her  gate : 

Nor 
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Nor  could  he  bear  (his  fcorn  was  grown  (o  high) 

To  ftand  diilinguifh'd  by  the  public  eye.  800 

From  all  fociety  of  men  he  fled ; 

A  ftiepherd's  life  among  the  mountains  led; 

There  with  his  daughter  pafl:  the  hours  away. 

In  dens  of  beafts  and  favages  of  prey; 

Sought  ev'ry  fofter-mother  of  the  wood,  805 

And  m  her  lips  diftill'd  the  milky  food. 

Soon  as  the  little  Amazon  could  go ; 

He  on  her  flioulders  hung  a  llender  bow : 

A  fmall  light  quiver  at  her  fide  {he  wore. 

And  in  her  hand  a  pointed  jav'lin  bore  :  Sid 

No  rich  embroider'd  robes  her  limbs  enfold. 

Nor  were  her  waving  locks  adorn'd  with  gold. 

The  fpoils  of  fome  fierce  tyger  wrapt  her  round. 

That,  from  her  head,  hung  trailing  to  the  ground : 

Ev'n  then  her  tender  hand  tiie  dart  could  fling,       815 

Or  whirl  the  pebble  from  the  founding  fling. 

Strike  the  long  crane,  or  fnowy  fwan,  en  high. 

And  fetch  the  tow'ring  quarry  from  the  fky. 

Her  charms  furpris'd  the  Tufcan  matron  train. 

Who  court  the  huntrefs  for  their  (ons  in  vain.  82® 

Not  all  their  courtfliip,  nor  their  pray'rs,  could  move 

The  maid,  fl-om  fworn  virginity,  to  love. 

With  Dian's  love  content,  flie  keeps  her  vow ; 

She  Ihoots  my  arrov/s,  and  fne  bends  my  bov/. 

Ah  !  from  my  foul  I  wifh,  the  haplefs  fair  825 

Had  never  mingled  in  the  direfjl  war  ! 

Then  ilill  my  darling  might  the  maid  remain. 

The  pride  and  glory  of  my  virgin  train  ! 

But, 
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But,  fmce  her  doom  is  feal'd,  ker  fate  is  nigh, 

Defcend,  my  nymph,  this  inftant  from  the  iky.       830 

To  yonder  plain,  impetuous,  bend  thy  flight. 

Where,  fee !  in  arms  fhe  rufhes  on  the  fight. 

Here,  take  my  bow ;  and,  from  this  dreadful  fheath. 

Draw  forth  the  winged  meffenger  of  death. 

And,  who  the  facred  virgin  fhali  deftroy,  835 

Or  of  the  Latian  bands,  or  fons  of  Troy, 

With  this  keen  arrow  make  my  vengeance  good ; 

Let  him  atone  the  facrilege  with  blood. 

Then  will  I  bear  the  breathlefs  maid  away. 

Her  fpoils  and  body  in  a  cloud  convey,  840 

To  the  dark  grave  commend  her  dear  remains. 

And  fafe  difpofe  'em  in  her  native  plains. 

The  goddefs  faiJ  ;  the  nymph  obedient  flies. 

Wrapt  in  a  founding  whirlwind  down  the  fkies. 

Now  to  the  walls  (a  clofe-embody'd  force)  845 

March  the  fwift  Trojan  and  the  Tufcan  horfe; 
Beneath  their  valiant  chiefs,  in  thick  array. 
The  troops  embattled  urge  their  fiery  way. 
Aloft  the  foamxing  courfers  prance  and  bound, 
Prefs  on  the  rein,  and  proudly  paw  the  ground.       850 
Trembling  for  joy,  they  hope  the  dire  alarms ; 
The  fieUs  gleam  dreadful  with  their  waving  arms. 
Spears,  nodding  helms,  and  fhields,  'A-ith  mingled  rays. 
Flame  round,  and  fct  the  region  in  a  blaze. 

Nor  widi  lefs  fpeed,  beneath  Meflapus'  care,       855 
The  Latian  troops  pour  furious  to  the  war. 
Full  in  the  front  the  mighty  Coras  came, 
Vv'ith  bold  Catillus,  to  the  Held  cf  fame. 

O'er 
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O'er  all  diflinguifli'd  in  the  martial  fcene. 

Rode  witli  her  female  train  the  Volfcran  queen.        860 

Fierce  to  the  fight  the  valiant  troops  advance. 

Protend,  and  poife,  and  fhake  the  flaming  lance. 

Thick  clouds  of  duft  their  trampling  feet  excite ; 

Th'  im.patient  courfers  neig-h,  and  fnuiFthe  dillant  fight. 

At  length,  wiihin  a  jav'iin's  reach  appear  865 

Both  hoils ;  and,  fhoating,  join  the  horrid  war ; 
Roufe  to  the  fight  their  gen'rous  fteeds,  and  pour 
Their  darts  incelTant,  in  a  rattling  fhow'r. 
In  one  dark  ftorm  the  foimding  knees  fly. 
Shade  the  bright  fun,  and  intercept  the  iky.  870 

Firft  horfe  to  horfe,  aaid  man  to  man^  opposed 
The  bold  Aconteus  and  Tyrrhenus  clos'd ; 
Each  eager  warrior  hurl'd  the  pointed  fpear. 
And  urg'd  his  courfer  in  a  full  career ; 
The  fteeds,  encount'ring  with  a  thund'ring  found,  875 
Shock ;  and  Aconteus  tumbles  to  the  ground. 
Swift,  as  difcharg'd  from  the  loud  engine  flies 
The  glowing  ftone,  or  lightning  from  the  ficies  ; 
So  fwift  the  warrior,  from  liis  courfer  far,  879 

Shoots  with  a  fpnng,  and  breathes  his  fiery  foul  in  air. 

New  all  the  Latian  horfe  dilorder'd  run, 
(Their  fliields  flimg  back)  tumultuous,  to  the  town. 
The  chace  with  cries  the  joyful  Trojans  led. 
With  great  Afylas  thund'ring  at  their  head. 
Soon  as  they  reach'd  the  walls,  the  rallying  train    885 
Rein  round  their  fleeds,  and  face  the  foes  again. 
Then,  in  their  turn,  the  variquifn'd  Trojans  wheel'd. 
And,  pale  with  terror,  meafur'd  back  the  field. 

Thus, 
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Thus,  in  alternate  tides,  o'er  all  the  flrard 
Swells  the  vail  ocean,  and  invades  the  land.  890 

Wave  after  v\ave,  the  waters  mount  on  high. 
Till  o'er  the  rocks  the  foamy  furges  fly. 
Then  headlong,  in  her  turn,  the  roaring  main 
Rolls  back,  impetuous,  to  her  bounds  again  ; 
Rolls  back,  as  rapid  as  Ihe  came  before,  895 

With  all  the  floating  trophies  of  the  fhore. 
Twice  the  Rutulians  to  the  city  fiew ; 
And  twice  they  rally,  and  the  foes  puTiiie. 
Till  in  the  third  aiTault  the  hofts  engage  ; 
Then  burns  the  £ght  with  unextlnguifli'd  rage.        pod^ 
All,  man  to  man,  and  breaft  to  breaft,  oppos'd. 
In  one  dire  fliock  the  charging  fquadrons  dos'd. 
Then  bled  the  battle  ;  and  a  load  of  flain. 
Shields,  helms,  and  jav'iins,  covered  wide  the  plain. 
In  a  red  deluge  all  the  fields  lie  drov/n'd;  905- 

And  cries  and  agonizing  groans  refcund 
Of  wounded  warriors,  lab'ring  out  their  breath. 
And  courfers  plunging  in  the  pangs  of  death. 

With  cautious  eyes,  Orfilochus  from  far 
Obferv'd  flrong  Remulus,  aed  mark'd  for  war ;      910 
Nor  durft  approach  the  chief;  but  hurl'd  the  ipear. 
With  all  his  ftrength,  beneath  his  courfer's  ear. 
Stung  with  the  ftroke,  and  madding  with  the  wound. 
He  rears  and  paws  in  air,  with  many  a  bcund. 
And  calls  his  haplefs  mailer  on  the  ground.         915 
Next  bled  Tolas  by  Catillus'  fteci ; 
By  the  fame  liand  the  huge  Kerminius  fell : 

All 
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All  pale  in  death  the  mighty  hero  lies  ; 

Vain  were  his  giant  arms,  and  giant  fize  ; 

Th'  intrepid  chief  (his  head  and  ihoulders  bare,    920  ") 

Tall,  and  diftingu'ifh'd  by  his  golden  hair)  t 

Tow'r'd  in  the  front,  the  mark  of  all  the  war  !  3 

Through  his  broad  ihoulders  pail:,  the  deadly  wound 

Contrads,  and  bends  him  double  to  the  ground. 

Now  all  the  fields  with  crimfon  ftreams  are  dy'd^    925 

And  the  vail  carnage  fmokes  on  ev'ry  fide. 

The  charms  of  honour  ev'ry  bofom  fire. 

To  win  the  day ;  or  glorioufiy  expire. 

Her  breait  half-naked,  through  the  direful  fcene 
Of  blood  and  flaughter  flew  the  Volfcian  queen.       930 
The  ihafts  and  quiver  at  her  fide  appear. 
The  poiiili'd  bow,  and  all  Diana's  war. 
Now  the  fwift  dart  with  matcldefs  might  fhe  call ; 
Now  with  her  axe  Ihe  laid  the  battle  wafte  : 
Ev"n  when  ihe  flies,  fne  bends  the  backward  bow,  935 
And  fends  the  winged  vengeance  at  the  foe. 
Around,  in  pomp,  her  filter  warriors  ride. 
All-bright  in  arms,  and  combat  fide  by  fide. 
Her  brazen  pole-axe,  there,  Tarpeia  wields ; 
And,  here,  Larina  glitters  o'er  the  fields  ;  940 

Italian  virgins ;  her  fupreme  delight ; 
In  peace  her  friends ;  her  comrades  in  the  fight. 

So  round  their  queen,  Hippolyte  the  fair. 
Or  bold  Penthefile's  refulgent  car. 
Move  the  triumphant  Amazonian  train,  945 

In  bright  array,  exulting,  to  the  plain. 

Proudly 
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Proudly  they  march,  and  clafh  their  painted  arms, 
Ahd  all  Thermodoon  rings  with  proud  alarms  ; 
With  female  fliouts  they  iliake  the  founding  field ; 
And  fierce  they  poife  the  fpsar,  and  grafp  the  moony 
fhield,  950 

Who  firft,  who  laft,  by  thy  viclorious  hand. 
Heroic  maid  !  funk  breathlefs  on  the  fand  ? 
Firft,  Clytius'  fon,  the  great  Eumenius,  dies ; 
Through  his  broad  breafl  the  quiv'ring  jav*Kn  flies : 
Grimly  he  grinds  the  dull,  dillain'd  with  blood,      955 
And  rolls  and  welters  in  the  crimfon  flood. 
Liris  and  Pegafus  at  once  are  kill'd. 
And  both,  transfix'd,  fall  headlong  on  the  field ; 
One  floop'd,  to  reach  his  wounded  courfer's  rein ; 
One  flew,  to  prop  his  finking  friend,  in  vain  I         660 
Now  Hlppotas'  brave  fon  Amallrus  fell ; 
And  now  (he  threatens,  with  the  pointed  fteel, 
Tereus  the  fvift,  Harpalycus  the  ftrong; 
And  drove  in  heaps  the  hollile  chiefs  along. 
Demophoon,  Chromis,  fled  her  dreadful  fpear;      965 
She  pours,  and  hangs  tempefl:uous  in  the  rear. 
Thus  through  the  ranks  of  war  flie  rag'd,  and  flew 
A  Phrygian  foe  with  ev'iy  dart  flie  threw. 
The  mighty  hunter,  Ornytus,  from  far. 
On  his  Apulian  courfer  fought  the  war  :  970 

A  bull's  black  hide  his  ample  flioulders  fpread ; 
A  \\olf 's  rough  fpoils  grinn'd  horrid  o'er  his  head : 
A  bended  fpear  he  brandifli'd  in  his  hand. 
And  tow'r'd  confpicuous  o'er  the  martial  band. 

Vol.  LIII.  Y  With 


321  PITT'S    POEMS. 

With  eafe,  as  all  the  troops  confus'dly  fled. 

She  flew  the  foe,  and  thus  infults  the  dead:  975 

Me,  Tufcan,  didil  thou  deem  thy  deffin'd  prey. 

Like  hunted  game,  the  fortune  of  the  day  ? 

Lo  !  by  a  woman's  arm,  this  fatal  hour. 

That  boaft  is  anfwer'd,  and  thy  vaunts  no  more  I     980 

Go  1 — let  thy  fire  the  glorious  tidings  know ; 

Camilla  fcnt  thee  to  the  (hades  below  ! 

Then  on  two  Trojan  chiefs,  of  giant  fize. 

Elites,  and  tall  Orfilochus,  fhe  flies. 

But  Butes,  face  to  face,  flie  brav'd  in  war;  985 

Swift  through  the  neck  flie  drove  the  pointed  fpear. 

Where  the  bright  helm  and  corllet  left  a  part. 

To  let  in  fate,  wide-open  to  the  dart. 

From  fierce  Orfilochus  the  virgin  wheel'd 

At  firll,  in  flight  diflembled,  round  the  field  :  990 

But,  in  a  ring  ilill  leffening,  to  delude 

The  furious  chief,  fhe  fled,  till  flie  purfu'd : 

Then  while,  in  vain,  her  circumvented  foe 

Implores  his  life  ;  high-rifmg  to  the  blow. 

Cleaves  his  broad  front  with  a  redoubled  wound ;    gg^ 

The  blood  and  brains  rufli  fmoking  on  the  ground. 

The  fon  of  Aunus  crofs'd  her  in  her  way. 
And  for  a  while  fiood  trembling  in  difmay  ; 
A  wretch,  that,  like  his  own  Ligurian  line. 
Could  cheat,  while  fortune  favour'd  the  defign.     1 000 
Soon  as  he  found  it  vain  to  fliun  by  flight 
The  female  warrior,  or  maintain  the  fight ; 
Refolv'd  to  circumvent  the  hoftile  maid. 
Thus  to  the  queen  the  low  dilfembler  faid  : 

Wliere 


,1015^ 
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Where  is  the  mighty  praife,  to  vaunt  the  force,    1 005 

And  truft  the  fvviftnefs,  of  your  rapid  horfe  ? 

Dilmifs  your  fteed,  vain  maid  !   and  let  us  ftand 

Engag'd  in  fmgle  combat,  hand  to  hand. 

Soon  fhall  be  known,  proud  princefs,  what  you  can. 

When,  on  thefe  terms,  a  woman  lights  a  man.      loio 

Thus  he  : — the  queen  fprings  furious  on  the  plain 

From  her  fleet  ileed,  and  gives  him  to  the  train. 

On  foot  fhe  dares  the  dafiard  to  the  field. 

Draws  her  bright  fword,  and  grafps  her  maiden  fhield, 

Flufh'd  with  gay  hopes,  to  find  his  fraud  fucceed,  i  o  1 5 

He  turns,  he  flies,  and,  to  his  utmoft  fpeed, 

With  goring  fpurs  provokes  his  fmoking  Heed.- 

Deluded  fool !    (flie  cries,  in  lofty  flrain) 

On  me  thy  little  arts  are  try'd  in  vain ; 

Nor  hence,  ev'n  yet,  in  fafety  flialt  thou  run,       1020 

To  pleafe  thy  fire  with  falflioods  like  hio  own. 

She  faid ;  and,  fpringing  with  a  fiery  courfe. 

The  raging  maid  out-flripp'd  the  flying  horfe  ; 

Turn'd,  feiz'd  the  reins  ;  cppoi'd  in  battle  flood  ; 

Then  gluts  her  vengeance  with  his  reeking  blood.   1025 

Not  v/ith  more  eafe  the  falcon,  from  above. 

Shoots,  fcizes,  gripes,  and  rends,  the  trembling  dove; 

All  ftain'd  with  blood,  the  beauteous  feathers  fl.y. 

And  the  Icofe  plumes  come  flutt'ring  down  the  fky. 

Meantime  th'  almighty  fire  of  men  and  gods,    IC30 
Inthron'd  in  high  Olympus'  bright  abodes. 
Surveys  the  war  ;  the  Tufcan  chief  infpires 


With  gen'rous  rage, 


y  2  Through 
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Through  all  the  cleaving  ranks,  with  eag^r  fpeed. 
Flies  the  bold  Tarchoh  on  his  rapid  fteed  ;  1035 

Calls  on  each  chief  by  name  ;  adjures  the  train. 
Leads,  rallies,  and  inflames  the  troops  again . 

Ye  Icandal  of  your  race,  your  country's  fhame  ! 
Warnfi'd  \VitK  no  honour,  no  regard  of  fame  ! 
What  fear,  ye  cChvaris,  ev'ry  breaft  controls",        1 040 
Un-nerres  yonr  limbs,-  and  cliills  your  trembling  fouls  ? 
Thus  then,  from  one  flies  all  cot  fcatter'd  band  ! 
Gods ! — ^^but  from  orre,  and  from  a  female  hand ! 
Oh  !  call  away  the  fvvord,  the  fhield  and  fpear ; 
The  idle  pomp  and  pia^geatitry  of  war  ! —  1045 

Y^  were'  you  never  recreants  to  delight. 
Nor  to  the  fofter  battles  of  the  night ! 
When  pipes  proclaim  the  facred  revels  nigh. 
How  fv.ift,  how  eager,  to  the  feaft  you  fly  ! 
In  the  fill  bowls"  yon  centre  all  your  love  ;  1050 

Pleas'd,  when  the  priell  invites  you  to  the  grove. 
You  run,  and  riot  in  the  rich  repaft ; 
The  iirfl  in  banquets,  but  in  fights  the  lafl ! 

He  faid  ;  and,  bent  on  death,  in  deep  defpair, 
Rufii'd  on  his  fteed  amidft  the  thickeft  war:  1055 

Then  urg'd  at  \'enulus  his  furious  courfe, 
Seiz'd  him  at  once,  and  fnatch'd  him  from  his  horfe. 
Thus  in  his  arms,  with  matchlefs  ftrength,  he  bore. 
Fierce  as  he  rode,  the  haplefs  chief,  before. 
His  troops  behold  the  fcene  with  flrange  furprife,  1 060 
And  peals  of  fhouts  run  rattling  round  the  Ikies  5 
While  witTi  his  Captive,  all  in  open  view. 
O'er  the  wide  field  the  fiery  hero  flew. 

The 
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The  point  then  breaking  from  the  warrior's  dart. 
The  chief  explores  a  penetrable  part,  1 065 

And  meditates  the  wound  ;  the  llruggling  foe 
Defends  his  throat,  and  difappoints  the  blow. 
As  when  th'  imperial  eagle  foars  on  high> 
And  bears  fome  ipeckled  ferpent  through  the  fky  t 
Whik  her  iharp  talons  gripe  the  bleeding  prey,     lo-o 
In  many  a  fold  her  curling  volumes  play  ; 
Her  llarting  brazen  fcales  with  horror  rife  ; 
The  fanguine  ilames  flaili  dreadful  from  her  eyes  : 
She  writhes,  and  hiffes  at  her  foe,  in  vain. 
Who  wings  at  eafe  the  wide  aerial  plain  ;  1075 

Witli  her-ftrong  hooky  beak  the  captive  plies,      [feies. 
And  bears  the  ib-uggiing  prey,  triumphant  tiirougJi  the 
So  with  the  chief  the  mighty  Ta,rchon  flew; 
And,  kindling  at  the  fight,  tke  troops  their  prince  purfue. 
Now  Aruns  on  tlie  Vclician  princefs  waits  io8® 

(Arun.s  the  deitin'd  victim  of  the  Fates;) 
Wheels  round,  and  feeks  .with  .ev'ry  wily  art 
The  favouring  moment  to  dilcharge  the  dart. 
Where-e'er  the  furious  jnaid  her  ileps  inclinM, 
The  wretch  in  filence  follows  cbie  behiad  :  1085 

When  from  the  caaquer'd  foes  ihe  bends  her  cou:ie. 
Thither  ui'  infidjous  warrior  turns  his  horle ; 
Oft  fhifts  his  place;  runs  .anxious  to. and  fro  ; 
Flies  roi^d  the  circuit ;  and,  in  a6l  to  throw. 
Aims  his  fare  jav'iinat.  the  beauteous  foe.  1090 

.Ciiloreus,  tlie  pritll  oi'  C\.bele,  from  far 
Shone  in  briglit  arms  amid  the  croaded  war. 

Y  3  Ma 
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Magnificently  gay,  he  proudly  prefs'd 

A  prancing  Heed,  in  ftately  trappings  drefs'd  ; 

Rich  fcales  of  brafs  and  gold,  inwrought  with  art,    1095 

Grac'd  with  a  mimic  plumage  ev'ry  part. 

Himfelf,  in  purple  clad,  amid  the  foe 

Sent  his  fwift  arrows  from  a  Lycian  bow. 

Gold  was  the  bow,  that  from  his  fhoulder  founds. 

And  gold  the  helmet,  that  his  head  furrounds.      1 100 

His  robes,  with  many  a  ruflling  filken  fold. 

With  care  were  gather'd,  and  confin'd  in  gold  : 

His  crimfon  tunic  was  embroider'd  o'er  ; 

And  purple  bulkins  on  his  legs  he  wore. 

This  chief  fhe  fmgles  from  the  warring  crew,         1 105 

And,  blind  to  danger,  through  the  fquadrons  flew ; 

With  the  rich  fpoils  to  deck  Diana's  ihrine ; 

Or  that  herfelf  in  Trojan  arms  may  fhine. 

All,  all  the  woman  in  her  bofon  rofe  ! 

For  this  bright  prize,  Ihe  plung'd  amid  the  foes  I  1 1 10 

When,  from  his  covert,  Aruns  launch 'd  his  fpear ; 

But  firll  to  heav'n  preferr'd  his  fuppliant  pray'r: 

O  Phoebus  !  guardian  of  Sorade's  woods, 

And  fhady  hills  ;  a  god  above  the  gods ! 

To  whom  our  natives  pay  the  rites  divine,  1 1 1 5 

And  burn  whole  crackling  groves  of  hallow'd  pine ; 

Walk  o'er  the  fire,  in  honour  of  thy  name. 

Unhurt,  unfing'd,  and  facred  from  the  flame; 

Give  to  my  favour'd  arms,  to  clear  away 

The  deep  dark  ftains  of  this  difgraceful  day.  1120 

Nor  fpoils  nor  trophies  from  the  maid  I  claim ; 

No —to  my  future  life  I  truft  for  fame. 

If 
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If  by  my  hand  this  raging  pell  be  flain, 

I  afic  no  honour ;  but  retire  again, 

Pleas'd,  tho'  inglorious,  to  my  native  plain.        1 125 

The  god  confents  to  half  his  warm  requeft. 
But  in  the  fleeting  winds  difpers'd  the  reft. 
Camilla's  death  was  granted  to  his  pray'r  ; 
His  fafe  return  was  loil  in  empty  air. 

Now  as  the  jav'lin  fmgs  along  the  llcies,  1 130 

All  to  the  Volfcian  princefs  turn  their  eyes. 
The  fair  rufh'd  on,  regardlefs  of  the  found. 
Till  in  her  pap  fhe  felt  the  fatal  wound. 
Deep,  deep  infix'd,  the  pointed  weapon  flood 
Full  in  her  heart,  and  drank  the  vital  blood.  1 135 

Swift  to  her  fuccour  fly  her  female  train. 
And  in  their  arms  the  finking  queen  fuftain ; 
But  far  more  fwift  aiFrighted  Aruns  fled. 
With  fear  and  joy,  nor  turn'd  his  guilty  head  : 
Back  he  retires,  all-trembling  and  difmay'd;  1 140 

Nor  cou'd  he  bear,  in  death  to  view  the  dreadful  maid. 

As  when  a  prowling  wolf,  whofe  rage  has  flain 
Some  flately  heifer,  or  the  guardian  fvvain. 
Flies  to  the  mountain  with  impetuous  fpeed, 
Confas'd,  and  confcious  of  the  daring  deed,  1 145 

Claps  clofe  his  quiv'ring  tail  between  his  thighs. 
Ere  yet  the  peopled  country  round  him  rife : 
Nor  lefs  confas'd,  pale  Aruns  took  his  flight; 
Shunn'd  ev'ry  eye,  and  mingled  in  the  fight. 

The  dying  queen,  in  agonizing  pain,  1 150 

Tugs  at  the  pointed  fleel,  but  tugs  in  vain. 

Y  4  Deep- 


3^8  PITT'S    POEMS. 

•Deep-riveted  withm>  the  rankliag  dart 

•Heav'd  ia  the  vvoLind,  and  panted  in  her  -heart. 

She  finks,  flie  fvVGons,,  (he  fcarcely  draws  her  breath. 

And,  all-around  her,  fvvim  the  Ihades  of  death.     1155 

The  ftarry  fplendors  languifh  in  her  eyes. 

And  from  her  cheeks  the  rofy  colour  flies. 

A  maid  fhe  calls,  the  partner  of  her  cares. 

Her  friend  in  peace;  her  filler  in  the  wars. 

Acca ;  no  more :  —  for  mortal  is  my  wound ;  1160 

A  dizzy  mill  of  darknefs  fwims  around : 

The  vidory  was  mine ;  but  ah  !   'tis  pail ! 

This  hour,  this  fatal  moment,  is  my  lail ! 

Go,  and  my  dying  words  to  Turnus  bear ; 

Bid  him,  this  inibnt  to  the  field  repair ;  1 165 

This  inilant,  from  the  town  the  foe  repel : — 

And  now,  dear  friend,  a  long  and  laft  farewel  I 

With  that  the  queen,  expiring-,  dropp'd  the  rein. 
And  from  her  courfer  funk  upon  the  plain. 
In  thick  (hort  fobs  the  vital  fpirit  flies,  1 170 

Her  head  declin'd,  and  droopiiig  as  flie  dies  ! 
Her  radiant  arms  -befti:ew  the  -field  of  figh: : 
Her  foul,  mdignant,  fought  tlie  realms  of  night. 

Then,  from  the  holts  the  doubling  clamours  rife. 
And  ihouts  tum.ukuous  echo  to  the  fides.  1 175 

The  Trojan  band,  a  firm  detejmin'd  force. 
The  Tufcan  riiiefs,  with  all  th'  Arcadian  horfe, 
Rufh  furious  to  the  field ;  the  flaughter  fpread ; 
The  tumult  deepen'd,  and  the  combat  bled. 

Meantime  fair  Opi-s,  ^from  a  mountaui's  brow,  i  r^o 
A  while  unmov'd  furvey'd  the  fight  belovv. 

But 
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Sut  when  from  fai-  ike  faw  Camltla  flam. 

And,  round  the  corfe,  the  ilioutino;  hoftile  train. 

Deep  from  her  lieaving  ivory  boibm  broke 

A  mournful  groan,  and  thus  the  geddefs  fpoke  :     1 1 85 

Too,  too  fevere])',  much  lamented -maid. 

For  warring  with  the  Trojans,  tliou  hall  paid ! 

In  vain  made  facred  by  thy  virgin  vow 

To  Dian's  name,  and  .grac'd  with  Dian's  bow  ! 

ls[or  yet  in  death  thy  goddeiv^  will  difclalm  IJ  90 

Her  favour'd  maid,  but  crovvn  with  endle£s  fame ! 

Thy  praife  iltall  round  the  n:Ttions  be  difplay'd. 

And  to  th)^  fate  due  vengeance  fhall  be  paid. 

This  moment  will  I  make  that  vengeance  good ; 

The  guilty  wretch  Ihall  render  blood  for  blood.     M95 

Beneath  a  hill,  Dercennus'  tomb  appears, 
A  potent  Latian  lord  in 'ibrmer  years ; 
.A  grove  of  venerable  cutks  difplay'd. 
Wide  round  the  monument,  a  gloomy  .fha.de. 
diither  the  goddefs  took  "her  r:n>id  ili^^ht,  1200 

And  fpy'd  gay  Aruns  from  the  tow'ring  height. 
There  as  tlie  )'onth  exults,  and  fwells  with  pride. 
Whither,  ipoor  daftard,  wouldft  thou  iiy  ?   (ilie  cr)''d) 
Turn,  Vv'retch — rfiis.mcment-for  thy  guilt  atone ; 
And  for- Gamilla's  death  receh^e-thy  own.  1 205 

Go  —  to  :the  fliades  of  heH,  her  viditim,  go — 
A  prize  unworthy,  of  Diana's -bow  ! 

She  faid ;  and  in  ftant  ^from  the  .golden  iiheath 
Drew  forth  the  feather 'dm  elieagsr,  of  death. 
dPierce  in  her  rage,  the  circlii)g  horns  (he  bends     121-0 
To  the  full  ftretch;,  and  joins  the  doiibliugeudi. 

One 
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One  hand  approach 'd  the  point ;  one  drew  the  bow. 
And  to  her  breaft  ftrain'd  the  tough  nerve  below. 
At  once  the  murd'rer  heard  the  founding  dart. 
And  felt  the  fteely  vengeance  in  his  heart.  1 2 1 5 

He  lies  deferted  by  his  focial  train. 
Pale  and  expiring  on  a  foreign  plain  ! 
While,  from  the  field,  triumphant  Opis  flies. 
And  on  fpread  pinions  mounts  the  golden  fkies. 

Firft  fled  Camilla's  band  (their  piincefs  kiil'd) ;  1220 
Then  the  Rutulians,  routed,  quit  the  field. 
Atinas'  felf,  the  chiefs,  and  armies,  run. 
And  fpur  their  fmoking  courfers  to  the  town. 
Nor  can  the  troops  fullain,  nor  dare  oppofe 
The  flaught'ring  fwords  of  their  vitflorious  foes;   1225 
Athwart  their  backs  th'  unbended  bows  the/  flung ; 
And  with  their  trampling  fteeds  the  founding  champain 

The  city  now  th'  advancing  hofl:  appalls  :  [rung. 

A  cloud  of  dufl,  thick-gath'ring  to  the  v/alls. 
From  the  tall  tow'rs  the  trembling  matrons  fpy ;    1230 
And  female  flirieks,  tumultuous,  rend  the  fky. 
Mixt  with  their  foes,  rufli  headlong  through  the  gate 
The  Latian  fquadron,  nor  can  fliun  their  fate ; 
In  vain  for  flielter  to  their  houfes  fly ; 
Ev'n  there  transfixt,  in  heaps  the  wretches  die.      123- 
Some  clcfe  the  gates,  exclude  their  focial  train. 
Who  beg  admiflion  to  the  town  in  vain. 
While  thefe  defend  th'  endanger'd  polls,  and  thofe 
Rufli  on  their  fwords,  a  dreadful  flaughter  rofe. 
With  piercing  flirieks,  and  lamentable  cries,  1240 

The  children  bleed  before  their  parents  eyes. 

While 
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While  clofe  behind  advanc'd  the  thund'ring  foe  : 
Some  leap  down  headlong  to  the  trench  below ; 
Some  with  loofe  reins,  abandon'd  to  their  fate, 
Spurr'd  their  impetuous  fteeds  againft  the  gate.      1245 
But,  when  Camilla's  corfe  appear'd  in  view, 
Warm'd  by  their  country's  love,  the  women  flew. 
And  from  the  walls  a  ilorm  of  jav'lins  threw. 
With  harden'd  clubs  th'  advancing  foe  they  dare. 
And  with  tough  ftaves  repel  the  rifmg  war.  1250 

Fierce  they  rufh  on  :  they  glow  with  martial  iire. 
And  for  their  native  walls  with  joy  and  pride  expire. 

Meanwhile  to  Turnus,  ambulh'd  in  the  fhade. 
The  careful  nymph  the  difmal  news  convey'd ; 
That  in  the  tight  the  Volfcian  queen  was  flain ;      1255 
That  the  proud  foe  purfu'd  the  vanquiih'd  train. 
Who,  flufli'd  with  full  fuccefs,  ruih'd  fiirious  on. 
And  fpread  the  growing  terror  to  the  town. 
The  chief,  (for  fo  his  adverfe  fates  requir'd!) 
Struck  with  the  tidings,  and  with  anger  fir'd,        1260 
All  headlong  leaves  the  guarded  hills  again ; 
But  fcarce  defcended  to  the  fubjedl  plain. 
Ere  the  great  Trojan  feiz'd  the  vacant  road, 
Climb'd  the  tall  hill,  and  ilTu'd  from  the  wood. 

By  the  black  clouds  of  dull,  -^neas  found  1 265 

The  Latian  hoft  embattled  wide  around : 
And  Turnus  knew  the  Dardan  chief  was  near. 
From  the  loud  Ihouts,  that  thicken 'd  on  his  ear; 
Percelv'd  the  footfteps  of  the  trampling  foe. 
And  heard  diftinfl  the  fiery  courfers  blow.  1270 

Soon 
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SoQii  Jiad  the  heroes  joiu'd  the  horrid  figJu ; 
But  now  the  fun  roll'd  down  the  rapid  light ; 
And  plung'd,  beneath  the  red  Iberian  fea, 
I'he  pauting  iteeds  that  drew  the  burnu-ig  duy. 
Before  the<;kyj  (Cair'P:th'  impatient  pow'rs; 
Thefe  to  defend  ;  .and  thofe  to  ilorm  the  tow'rs. 


End  -&f  the  Eleventh  Book. 
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"^T  THEN  Turnus  faw  the  Latians,  in  defpair, 

^  ^     Sink  with  the  weight  of  unfuccefsful  war, 
Himfelf  the  objedl  of  the  public  fpite 
Mark'd  out,  and  iummoa'd  to  the  promis'd  £ght ; 
The  furious  prince  the  fingle  combat  claims,  5 

And  confcious  courage  fets  his  foul  in  flames. 

As,  pierc'd  at  diftance  by  the  hunter's  dart. 
The  Libyan  lion  roufes  at  the  fmart ; 
And  loudly  roaring  traverfcs  the  plain ; 
Scourges  his  iides;  and  rears  his  horrid  mane  ;  10 

Tugs  furious  at  the  fpear ;  the  foe  dehes ; 
And  grinds  his  teeth  for  rage,  and  to  the  combat  files: 
So  llorm'd  proud  Turnus ;  and  in  wrathful  flrain. 
Thus  to  the  king  th'  impetuous  chief  began  : 
Where  is  this  Trojan  foe,  lb  bold  and  brave  ?  I  5 

Would  he  retradl  the  challenge  that  he  gave  ? 
My  foul  can  brook  no  more  delays ;  I  yield 
To  his  own  terms,  and  dare  him  to  the  held. 
Renew  the  truce,  perform  the  facred  rite ; 
This  hour,  this  moment,  I  demand  the  fight.  20 

This  hand  {hall  wipe  our  late  difgrace  away 
(Our  hoils  may  fit  fpeclators  of  the  day  !) 

This 
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This  trufty  fword  the  daftard  fliall  deftroy. 

And  plunge  to  hell  that  fugitive  of  Troy. 

U  not — I'll  own  him  vidor  of  tlie  war,  25 

And  to  his  arms  refign  the  royal  fair. 

So  fpoke  the  furious  prince,  with  fcornful  pride. 
The  king  with  mild  benevolence  reply'd  : 
The  more,  brave  youth,  thy  try'd,  eHllinguifli'd  might 
And  valour  drive  thee  headlong  to  the  fight,  30 

The  more  it  fhould  concern  our  royal  care. 
To  vvei-gh  tbe  perils  and  events  of  war ; 
This  fond  and  youthful  ardor  too  ailvvage 
With  th-e  cool  caution  of  confid'rate  age. 
How  many  vanquifh'd  cities  are  thy  own,  3^ 

Befides  a  fair  hereditary  throne  ! 
Ivie  too  thcfe  wealdiy  warlike  lands  obey  :— - 
Thus  both  may  reign  with  independent  fway. 
Our  realm,  brave  Turnus,  other  virgins  grace. 
Of  blooming  features,  and  illuftrious  race.  40 

Then  undifguisM,  this  truth  v>'ith  patience  hear. 
Though  harfh  and  wounding  to  a  lover's  ear. 
All  pow'rs  forbid,  the  human  and  dinne. 
To  match  our  daughter  in  the  Latian  line. 
Won  by  thy  birth,  my  con  fort's  tears  and  cries,     .  45 
And  my  own  love,  I  broke  all  faered  ties; 
Robb'd  the  great  Trojan  of  the  plighted  fair; 
Then  fiew  to  arms,  and  wag'd  an  impious  war. 
From  that  dire  fource  to  telf  what  mifchiefs  flow. 
Would  be  to  mention,  what  too  well  you  know  :        5^ 
Fights,  deaths,  defeats,-  tliat  fpeak  the  wrath  divine ; 
"^Viiere  all  the  {?A  |>re-emit:ncc  is  thine. 

lA 
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In  two  fierce  .battles  routed  and  o'erthrovvn. 

Scarce  our  lafl  hopes  are  fhelter'd  in  the  town  : 

Huge  heaps  of  bones  fH'l  whiten  all  the  Hiore,  55 

And  the  full  flreams  of  Tyber  fmoke  with  gore. 

Where  am  I  borne,  irrefolute  and  blind  ? 

What  changeful  phrenfy  turns  my  wav'ring  mind? 

If,  on  thy  death,  the  Trojan  is  my  friend. 

Sure  in  thy  life  the  ftern  Rebate  may  end  !       *'         60 

How  would  all  Italy  my  name^difgrace! 

How  all  my  kindred  of  thy  royal  race  ! 

Shouldft  thou  (which  heav'n  avert !)  by  me  be  led 

To  death,  the  viclim  of  my  daughter's  bed  ! ) 

If  I  fhould  haflen  to  fo  fad  an  end  65 

My  child's  fond  lover,  and  my  gen'rous  friend  ! 

Think  on  the  turns  of  fate,  and  chance  of  wars ; 

Pity  thy  rev'rend  father's  filver  hairs, 

Wlio  mourns  thy  abfence  in  thy  native  town. 

Nor  knows  the  danger  of  fo  dear  a  fon !  70 

But  no  fuccefs  thefe  Vv-arm  intreaties  found  :  . 
The  profFer'd  med'cine  but  inflam'd  the  wound. 
Scarce  cou'd  he  fpeak  for  rage,  difdain,  and  pride, 
Eut  thus  at  length  the  fiery  youth  reply'd  : 
O  beft  of  fathers !   all  this  needlefs  care  7  y 

For  Turnus'  life,  at  his  requeft,  forbear. 
Life  is  a  trifle  I  with  fcorn  difclaim. 
For  the  bright  purchafe  of  immortal  fame.  • 
This  hand,  thefe  v/eapons  too,  are  fatal  found ;  • 
And  the  blood  flies,  where  Turnus  deals  the  wound.  80 
Nor  in  this  combat  ihall  his  m.other  Ihroud 
The  recreant  Trojan  in  an  airy  cloud. 

\^L.Lin.  Z  '      Nor 
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Nor  fhield  the  coward  with  her  aid  divine :— » 
This  day,  ye  gods  1  this  glorious  day,  is  mine. 

But  now  the  frantic  queen,  on  thefe  alarms,  85 

Half-dead  with  fear,  hung  trembling  on  his  arms : 
Ohl  grant  me,  Turnus,  grant  this  one  requellj 
If  ever  love  or  rev'rence  touch'd  thy  breail 
For  lofl  Amata,  to  thefe  forrows  yield  ! 
Nor  meet  thy  rival  in  the  fatal  field.  go 

Regard,  dear  youth,  regard  my  ftreaming  tears. 
Thou  only  prop  of  my  dechning  years ! 
Our  fmking  houfe  relies  on  thee  alone ; 
On  thee,  our  fame,  our  empire,  and  the  throne. 
In  thy  misfortune  mull:  Amata  join  ;  95. 

Her  fate  and  welfare  are  involv'd  in  thine. 
With  thee  to  death,  for  refuge,  will  I  run. 
Nor  live  a  captive  to  a  Trojan  fon. 

With  pity  touch'd,  the  fair  Lavinia  hears 
Her  mother's  cries,  and  anfwers  with  her  tears.       lOQ 
A  lovely  blufh  the  modeft  virgin  warms. 
Glows  in  her  cheek,  and  lights  up  all  her  charms. 
So  looks  the  beauteous  iv'ry,  ftain'd  with  red : 
So  rofes,  mixt  with  lillies  in  the  bed. 
Blend  their  rich  hues— Then,  gazing  on  the  fair,    105 
The  hero  rag'd,  more  eager  for  the  war. 
And  thus — O  royal  mother  1  ceafe  your  fears. 
Nor  fend  me  to  the  fight  with  boding  tears. 
'Tis  not  in  me,  if  heav'n  has  fixt  my  date. 
To  check  th'  unalterable  courfe  of  fate.  1 1  o 

Go,  faithful  herald,  go  !  and  inftant  bear 
This  dreaded  meflao^e  to  the  Phrygian's  ear  : 
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Soon  as  Aurora's  rays  the  mountain  gild, 
He  need  not  lead  his  forces  to  the  field  : 
Our  fing'e  valour  Ihall  difpute  the  day  1 15 

(The  hoih  in  peace  the  combat  fhall  furvey). 
Thus  ftiall  his  death  or  mine  the  war  decide. 
And  die  proud  viiftor  gain  the  royal  bride. 

He  faid  ;  and  fiirious  to  the  palace  fpeeds  ; 
There,  at  his  call,  rufh  forth  the  fiery  fteeds,  120 

Of  matchlefs  fpirit,  and  immortal  kind, 
Wiiite  as  the  fnow,  and  fwifter  than  the  wind* 
Of  old,  to  great  Pilumnus,  bold  and  brave. 
The  fires  of  thefe  Ereflheus'  daughter  gave. 
Before  their  lord  the  gen'rous  courfers  bound,  125 

Neigh,  foam,  and  fly,  and  paw  the  trembling  ground  ; 
The  grooms  with  combs  their  flowing  manes  divide. 
And  gently  ftroke  their  cherts,  and  footh  their  noble  pride. 

Meantime  the  hero  drew  his  armour  on  ; 
With  gold  and  burnifli'd  brafs  the  cuirafs  Ihone.       130 
The  glitt'ring  helmet,  next  his  temple  fpread  ; 
The  crimfcn  creft  plays  dreadful  o'er  his  head ; 
He  grafps  the  pond'rous  fliield,  and  flaming  blade. 
The  fword  tliat  Vulcan  for  his  father  made. 
Of  matchlefs  tem.per;  which  the  fiery  god  135 

Had  plung'd  red-hiifing  in  the  Stygian  flood. 
Laft  the  bright  fpear  he  felz'd,  large,  flrong,  and  tall, 
Propp'd  on  a  column  'midfl:  the  lofty  hail ; 
The  mighty  Ador's  fpoil.     The  hero  fhook 
The  beamy  jav'iin  ;  and  with  fury  fpoke  :  I4Q 

My  truft}'  fpear,  Itill  faithful  to  my  hand ! 
Sail  vNing'd  v/ith  death,  to  anfwer  my  command: 

Z  2  Which 
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Which  once  brave  Ador's  arm  was  wont  to  wield  ! 

And  mine  now  throws ;  the  terror  of  the  field  I 

In  this  great  moment  Ay,  nor  fly  in  vain,  14^ 

But  ftretch  yon  Phrygian  eunuch  on  the  plain  : 

Oh  !  giv^e  me,  through  his  heart  thy  point  to  thruft. 

And  foil  his  fcented  trelles  in  the  duft. 

The  coftly  cuirafs  from  his  breaft  to  tear. 

And  by  one  noble  ftroke  to  terminate  the  war !        150 

Thus>  fir'd  with  fury,  to  the  fight  he  flies ; 
Keen  flafh  the  flames,  and  lighten  from  his  eyes. 
So  the  fierce  bull,  colleded  in  his  might. 
Roars  for  his  rival,  and  demands  the  fight ; 
Impatient  for  the  war,  with  fury  burns,  1 55 

And  tries  on  every  tree  his  angry  horns ; 
Bends  his  flern  brows,  and  pufhes  at  the  air ; 
And  paws  the  frying  fands,  the  prelude  of  the  war. 

As  fierce  and  eager  for  the  dire  alarms. 
The  Trojan  blazes  in  celeftial  arms ;  160 

To  m.eet  his  rival  in  the  field  prepares, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fight  to  terminate  the  wars. 
He  fets  his  forrowing  friends  and  fon  at  eafe ; 
Expounds  the  Fates'  unchangeable  decrees ; 
And  inflant  bids  the  meffengers  report  1 65 

The  terms  of  combat  to  the  Latian  court. 

Scarce  had  the  morn  (all  beauteous  to  behold  !) 
Tipt  the  blue  mountains  with  a  gleam  of  gold ; 
The  fun's  fierce  rteeds,  high-bounding  o'er  the  fea. 
From  their  wide  noftrils  fnort  the  beams  of  day;     170 
When  for  the  chiefs  they  drew  a  line  around. 
And  in  juft  limits  clofe  the  lifted  ground : 

Then 
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Then  verdant  altars  raife  to  nlj  the  pow'rs 

Of  earth  or  heav'n,  whom  either  hoft  adores. 

In  linen  robes,  with  vervain  crown'd,  they  bring    175 

The  facred  fire,  and  water  from  the  fpring. 

Here,  with  bright  lances,  all  the  Aufonian  train 
Pour  through  the  op'ning  portals  to  th'  plain : 
The  Trojans  there,  and  Tufcans  in  array. 
And  ranks  embattled  bend  their  eager  way.  180 

Amid  the  thoufands  with  a  grace  divine. 
In  gold  and  purple  gay,  the  leaders  fhine. 
Here,  tow'ring  o^er  the  troops  Afylas  ilood ; 
Great  Mneftheus  there,  of  Troy's  imperial  blood; 
There,  brave  Meilapus,  of  immortal  flrain,  185 

Sprung  from  the  mighty  monarch  of  the  main. 
The  fign  now  giv'n  through  each  impatient  hofl. 
Each  chief  retires  to  his  appointed  poll. 
At  eafe  the  foldiers  fall  their  pond'rous  fhields. 
And  pitch  their  idle  jav'lins  in  the  fields.  190 

Old  fires  and  matrons,  with  the  vulgar  throng, 
Lean'd  o'er  the  walls,  and  from  the  turrets  hung. 
With  longing  eyes  the  great  event  they  wait. 
And  crouds  on  crouds  prefs  forward  tlirough  the  gate. 

But  from  the  fam'd  Albano's  fhady  brows,  195 

(Tliough  then  without  a  name  the  mountain  rofe) 
The  queen  of  heav'n  the  Latian  town  beheld. 
The  holls  embatded,  and  the  crouded  field. 
Then  to  brave  Turnus'  filler,  who  prefides 
O'er  lakes  and  ftreams,  and  awes  tlie  roaring  tides,  200 
(On  the  fair  nymph,  that  province  was  bellow'd 
i'oi-  her  loll  honour,  by  the  thundering  god) 

Z  X  Her 
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Her  fears  the  goddefs  of  the  fkies  exprefs'd; 
And  thus  the  regent  of  the  floods  addrefs'd : 

Queen  of  the  founts  .md  ftreiims,  and  far  above  205 
The  race  of  Latian  nymphs  ii  Juno's  love, 
Thofe  nymphs,  who,  by  my  v/and'ring  lord  mifled, 
Prefum'd  to  mount  our  own  imperial  bed; 
Yet  thee  I  fuifer'd  in  his  grace  to  rife. 
And  fhare  th'  immortal  honours  of  the  fkies.  210 

With  deep  concern  fad  tidings  mufl  I  bear. 
What  I  muil  grieve  to  fpcak,  and  you  to  hear. 
The  Latian  ftate  and  Turnus,  in  the  war. 
While  fortune  fa\our'd,  were  my  conftant  care. 
Now  his  inevitable  hour  draws  nigh  ;  215 

On  terms  unequal  is  he  doom'd  to  die. 
But  honi  the  tatal  field,  th'  appointed  fight, 
Lo  !   I  retire  ;  nor  can  I  bear  die  fight. 
Jf  thou  can'il:  fave  him  yet  from  death,  defcend 
Some  better  fate  thy  efforts  may  attend ; 
Fly — and  exert  the  filler  and  the  friend. 
She  faid  ;  Juturna  wept,  by  grief  opprelt. 
Thrice  tore  her  hair,  and  beat  her  iv'ry  breafl. 

Fly,  Juno  cr  es,  and  llop  the  dire  debate. 
Fly,  fiy,  and  hiatch  him,  if  you  can,  from  fate.    225 
Nor  wafle  the  hours  in  tears,  and  vain  defpair ; 
Break,  break  the  truce,  and  wake  the  flumb'ring  war. 
On  me  difcharge  the  crime. — The  goddefs  faid; 
And  left  involv'd  in  doubts  the  mournful  maid. 

Now  came  the  kings :  four  Itately  courfers  bear,  230 
In  pcmp,  the  Latian  lord's  imperial  car. 

Twelve 


A 
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Twelve  golden  rays  around  his  temple  flione. 

To  mark  his  glorious  lineage  from  the  fun. 

Young  Turnus  next  appeared ;  two  fpears  he  held. 

And  two  white  courfers  drew  him  to  the  field.  235 

^neas  then  advanc'd,  witli  grace  divine, 

Th'  illuftrious  father  of  the  Roman  line ; 

High  in  his  hand  the  Harry  buc'<ler  rais'd ; 

And  in  immortal  arms  the  hero  blaz'd. 

With  him  his  fon  Afcanius  took  his  place,  24O 

The  fecondhope  of  Rome's  majellic  race. 

Slow  the  proceffion  moves :  the  facred  prieft 

Stood  by  his  altar,  in  the  linen  veil; 

A  tender  lamb  for  facrihce  preferr'd. 

And  a  young  vidlim  from  the  briftly  herd.  245 

They  turn  their  faces  to  the  dawning  day; 

The  faked  cakes  with  folemn  rev'rence  pay  j 

7"he  victims  fign'd ;  the  foremoft  hairs  they  drew. 

And  on  the  hearth  the  iiril:  libations  threw. 

Then  the  great  Trojan  prince  undieath'd  his  f.vord,  250 

And  thus  with  lifted  hands  the  gods  ador'd. 

Thou  land,  for  which  I  wage  the  war,  and  thou. 
Great  fource  of  day,  be  witnefs  to  my  vowl 
Almighty  king  of  hcviv'n,  and  queen  of  air 
(Propitious  now,  and  reconcil'd  by  pray'r)  ;  255 

Thou  Mars,  inthron'd  on  great  Olympus'  height. 
Lord  of  the  field,  and  mailer  of  the  fight; 
Ye  fprings,  ye  floods,  ye  various  pow'rs  who  lie 
Beneath  the  deeps,  or  tread  the  golden  fky ; 
Hear,  and  attefl: !  if,  viilor  in  the  fray,  260 

The  Daunian  leader  gains  the  glorious  day, 

Z  4  My 
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My  fen  his  claim  of  empire  Ihall  releafe ; 

My  Trojan  fubjeds  fhall  dspait  in  peace. 

But  lliould  the  conqueil  prove  my  happy  lot, 

(For  fo  I  think,  and  heav'n  conrirm  the  thought  I)  265 

The  Latians  never  fhall  my  rule  obey ; 

Already  I  difclaim  th'  imperial  f^ay. 

From  fight  let  each  unconquer'd  nation  ceafe. 

And  join  in  leagues  of  everlafting  peace. 

To  king  Latinus  I  refign  the  care,  270 

The  pomp  of  Hate,  with  all  concerns  of  war. 

And  ev'ry  regal  claim  : — the  rites  divine. 

And  the  religious  province,  fhall  be  mine. 

For  me  my  Trojan  friends  a  town  fliall  frame. 

And  grace  the  tow'rs  v/ith  fail-  Lavinia's  name.       275 

Thus  he.     Then  old  Latinus  lifts  his  eyes. 
And  his  right  hand,  with  rev'rence,  to  the  fkies. 
By  the  fame  oath,  by  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  main. 
And  all  the  pow'rs,  that  all  the  three  contain  ; 
Latona's  twins,  that  grace  the  bright  abode ;  280 

Janus,  the  mighty,  double-fronted  god  1 
Th'  infernal  monarch,  and  the  fiends  below. 
And  Jove,  v/hofe  bolts  avenge  the  broken  vow  ! 
To  fantflif;/  my  word,  behold  !  I  Hand, 
And  on  thcfe  hallovv'd  altars  lay  my  hand  :  285 

Whate'er  cnfues,  misfortune  or  faccefs. 
No  time  fliall  break  this  folemn  league  of  peace. 
Nor  fhake  my  purpofe  ;  but  intire,  and  whole, 
I'll  keep  the  facred  tenor  of  my  foul ; 
No  art  fhall  win  me,  and  no  pow'r  compel ;  29® 

Not,  though  the  golden  fkies  fhoidd  plunge  to  hell ; 

Yon 
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Yon  frarry  fplendors  from  their  fpheres  fhould  fall. 
And  ocean  fpread  his  waters  o'er  the  ball. 
Firm  is  the  fword,  and  fare  the  oath  I  fwore  ; 
Sure,  as  this  fceptre  ne'er  Ihall  flouriih  more  ;         295 
No  more  its  verdant  honours  Ihall  renew, 
Lopt  from  the  mother-tree  where  once  it  grew  ; 
Now  by  the  artiil's  hand  adorn'd  with  brafs. 
And  worn  fucceflive  by  our  regal  race  ! 

The  princes  thus  the  folemn  compaft  bound         300 
By  mutual  oaths,  with  all  the  peers  around. 
The  prieib  before  the  fires  the  vi>rtims  flay ; 
Eager  the  fmoking  entrails  rend  away ; 
And,  on  the  altars  rang'd,  the  loaded  chargers  lay. 

Eut  the  Rutulians  griev'd,  by  fjars  oppreil,         305 
And  various  tumults  work'd  in  ev'ry  breail. 
Long  fmce  they  faw  their  prince  o'er-match'd  in  might. 
A.nd  curs'd  the  terms  of  luch  unequal  fight. 
Their  dread  increafes,  as  the  chiefs  draw  near. 
And  Turnus'  looks  augment  the  gen'raJ  fear.  310 

Trembling,  aghall,  he  moves  with  filent  pace  : 
A  deadly  palenefs  fpreads  o'er  all  his  face. 
Clofe  by  the  altar's  fide,  in  care  profound. 
His  pen  five  eyes  he  £xt  upon  the  ground. 

Soon  as  the  filler  faw  the  giddy  croud  ^  i  ^ 

Had  chang'd  their  minds,  and  fpoke  their  fears  aloud ; 
In  great  Camertes'  form,  of  high  renown 
For  birth,  his  father's  valour  and  his  own. 
Her  flight  amidll  the  murm'ring  bands  flie  took, 
Inflam'd  their  rage,  and  thus  the  holl  befpoke  ;      320 

Vv'hl.t 
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What  fhame,  Rutulians,  valiant  as  we  are. 
On  one  to  lay  the  whole  fuccefs  of  war  1 
Behold  the  utmoft  force  the  foe  can  boaft. 
The  (qw  poor  relicks  of  their  ihatter'd  hoU:.  324 

Heav'ns ! — can  we  Ihrink  from  fuch  a  flender  pow'r  I 
Are  nat  our  men  the  fame  ?  our  numbers  more  ? 
Should  our  whole  army  to  the  fight  repair. 
Scarce  all  their  troops  would  half  employ  our  war  ! 
'Tis  true,  your  hero  to  the  gods  fhall  rife, 
A  felf-devoted  vidim  to  the  fkies.  330 

Yet  the  brave  chief  eternal  praife  fhall  claim. 
And  live  for  ever  in  a  length  of  fam.e  : 
While  we,  O  Hiame  1  a  bafe  degen'rate  hoft 
Look  tamely  on,  and  fee  our  country  loft  I 
Stretch  our  vile  hands  to  fervitude  abhorr'd,  335 

And  court  the  bondage  of  a  foreign  lord  ! 

This  fiery  fpeech  inflam'd  the  lift'ning  train  ; 
Through  all  the  hoft  the  gath'ring  murmur  ran. 
Now  chang'd,  the  Latians  wifh  for  peace  no  more. 
But  long  to  break  the  league  they  fought  before.     340 
Th^y  pity  Turnus'  fortune,  and  prepare 
With  eager  ardor  to  renc.v  the  war. 

His  fifter  fent  (the  tunriolt  to  improve) 
A  falfe  delufive  omen  from  above. 
In  pomp  a  tow'ring  eagle  foars  on  high,  345 

And  fudden,  iliooting  from  th'  ethereal  fky,  , 

Drives  a  vaft  fiock  of  wat'ry  fowls  before, 
Dn  founding  wings,  along  the  winding  fliore  ; 
Then,  where  the  floods  in  foft  meanders  ran, 
Li  his  huge  talons  trufs'd  a  fiiver  fvvan,  350 

Th* 
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Th'  aftonifh'd  Latian  bands  in  courage  rile,  •\ 

When  lo  I  the  flock  (more  wond'rous  to  tneir  eyes)    s 
Turn,  and  purfije  the  viflor  through  the  fkies.  3 

Prelc  by  the  foe,  incumber'd  with  tiie  pre)". 
He  drops  the  prize,  and  wings  th'  aerial  way;        355 
With  fhouts  the  Latians  hail  th'  aufpicious  fight. 
Range  all  their  troops,  and  haften  to  the  fight. 

'Tis  what  I  wifh'd,  the  long-expefled  fign, 
(Tolumnius  cry'd)  I  thank  the  pow'rs  divine. 
Rife,  follow  me,  my  friends,  your  aid  fupply,         360. 
Forc'd  by  the  foe,  like  yonder  birds  to  fly ; 
Vv^hile  through  your  walled  fliores  the  visftor  fweeps ; 
Who  now  friall  foon  rufh  headlong  to  the  deeps. 
Haile  ;  fave  your  leader  from  the  fatal  fray ; 
Clofe,  clofe  your  ranks ;  engage ;  and  win  the  day.  -765 

He  faid  ;  fprung  fortli ;  and  'midft  the  Trojans  tiirew 
His  furious  dart,  that  whifded  as  it  flew. 
Tumultuous  fhouts  purfue  the  parting  fpcar. 
And  all  now  grow  more  eager  for  the  war. 

Nine  brave  Arcadians  at  their  fquadrcns  head,     ^-^o, 
Gilippus'  otfopring  by  a  Tufcan  bed. 
Shone  in  the  front ;  the  fpear  impetuous  flew 
Amidil:  the  brothers,  and  the  youngell:  flew ; 
A  lovely  blooming  youth  ;  with  fury  call, 
Beneaih  the  belt  the  fteely  jav'lin  pafl,  3-j 

Trans  fix'd  the  tripling  with  a  deadly  wound. 
And  llretch'd  him  pale  and  gafping  on  the  ground. 
All  fir'd  with  vengeance  for  their  brother  flain. 
Fierce  to  the  combat  fly  the  martial  train. 

Soma 
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Some  draw  the  glitt'rlng  fword,  and  Tome  advance  380 
With  the  broad  fpear,  and  iliake  the  flaming  lance. 

With  equal  Ipeed,  their  ardor  to  oppoie. 
Pour  forth  in  endlefs  tides  the  Latian  foes. 
As  fwift  th'  Arcadian  troops,  with  fculptur'd  fliields, 
Rufli'd  on  with  Troy,  and  delug'd  all  the  fields.      385 
Strait  to  their  enfigns  the  bold  bands  repair. 
Impatient  to  decide  the  great  event  by  war. 

The  madding  croud  the  facred  rites  confound ; 
Strip  the  bright  altars  ;  tofs  the  fires  around  ; 
And  feize  the  goblets  :  while  the  jav'lins  iiy  390 

In  iron  florms,  and  tempefl  all  the  iTcy. 
The  good  old  king,  affrighted,  from  the  plain 
Bears  back  his  violated  gods  again. 
Some  yoke  the  couriers  to  the  car  with  fpeed. 
Some  vault,  im.petuous,  on  the  fr.orting  Heed.  395 

Some  to  the  field  the  kindling  troops  excite. 
Draw  their  bright  fwords,  and  headlong  rufh  to  fight, 

Eager  to  break  the  peace,  with  all  his  force. 
The  fierce  Meffapus  fpurr'd  his  thund'ring  horfe 
Full  on  Auleiles,  with  a  furious  fpring,  400 

Who  Vv^ore  the  royal  enfigns  of  a  king  : 
O'er  the  high  altars  as  the  chief  gave  way. 
Headlong  he  plung'd  in  duH,  and  grov'ling  lay. 
I'here  at  his  length,  extended  on  the  plain. 
He  pleads  for  mercy  ;  but  he  pleads  in  vain  !  405 

T'ii'  impetuous  viclor  flew  with  rapid  fpeed. 
Shook  his  huge  fpear,  and,  bending  from  the  fleed, 
Transfixt  the  monarch ;  then,  iiifuking,  cries; 
\lii  bleeds ! — this  vidim  fure  mull;  pleafe  the  fkies ! 

The 
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The  joyful  Latians,  eager  for  the  prey,  410 

Strip  the  warm  corfe,  and  bear  the  fpoils  away. 

Then,  as  the  mighty  Ebufas  drew  near. 

And  at  bold  Chorinajus  ihook  the  fpear. 

He  rufli'd  againft  him  with  a  furious  pace, 

Snatch'd  a  red  brand,  and  dalh'd  it  on  his  face.      41c 

Through  ambient  air  a  noifome  fcent  expires, 

Ai  the  long  beard  fiirunk  crackling  in  the  fires. 

Stunn'd  as  he  rtood  with  fudden  darknefs  round. 

The  raging  vidlor  drags  him  to  the  ground ; 

Then  feiz'd  his  locks ;  his  forceful  knee  apply'd,     420 

And  plung'd  the  vengeful  faulchion  in  his  fide. 

From  Podalirius,  eager  to  purfue. 
Through  the  firfl:  ranks,  the  fhepherd  AKm  flew; 
Then  turn'd,  and,  with  his  axe  defcsnding  full. 
Cleaves  at  one  dreadful  ftroke  his  lliatter'd  fkuU.     42  c 
Vy'lth  blood  and  brains  his  arms  are  cover'd  o'er; 
The  thirfty  fands  are  drench'd  with  ftreams  of  gore. 
An  iron  fleep  came  fwimming  o'er  his  fight. 
And  wrapt  the  warrior  in  eternal  night. 

But  the  jufl  Trojan  prince,  amldil:  the  band,       430 
"Without  his  helmet  rufh'd,  and  ftretch'd  his  hand  : 
Whither,  my  friends,  ah  !  v\  hither  v.'ou'd  ycu  run  ? 
The  terms  ftand  fixt ;  the  combat  is  my  own. 
Difmifs  your  fears ;  nor  my  revenge  purfue  ; 
For  Turnus,  Turnus  is  your  gen'ral's  due.  43^ 

That  vi'flim,  thefe  religious  rites  demand. 
Already  facred  to  this  eonqu'ring  hand. 

While  yet  he  fpoke  ;  loud-hifhng  through  the  fkies, 
VVith  thirily  rage,  a  feather'd  arrow  flies ; 

And 
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And  reach'd  the  hero  with  a  certain  aim ;  440 

But  from  what  hand,  was  never  told  by  fame. 

None  knew,  what  fortune,  or  aiTifting  god. 

So  proud  a  triumph  on  the  foe  beftow'd, 

Nor  one  in  all  the  mighty  hoft  was  found> 

Who  claim'd  the  merit  of  fo  bafe  a  wound.  445 

T'he  chiefs  aitonilli'd,  I'urnus  now  belield> 
And  the  brave  prince  retiiing  from  the  field  : 
High  hopes  of  conquell  in  his  bofom  rife ; 
Strait  for  his  courfers,  and  his  arms,  he  cries; 
Vaults,  with  a  furious  bound,  into  the  car,  450 

Shakes  the  Icofe  reins,  and  rufnes  to  the  war. 
Raging  he  fpreads  the  growing  flaughter  round : 
Some  foes  expire  ;  fome  welter  on  the  ground : 
Some  fly— in  vain  !  for,  Avifter  than  the  wind. 
His  v,/inged  lance  arrefis  'em  from  behind.  455 

Fierce  o'er  the  proftrate  foes  the  hero  rolls 
Kis  wiiirling  wheels,  and  crulhes  out  their  fouls. 

As  when  on  Hebrus'  banks  the  god  of  war 
Flies  to  the  combat  on  his  rattling  car  ; 
Frowns,  (bouts,  and,  clalhing  on  his  dreadful  fhleld,  460 
Lafhes  his  fiery  courfers  to  the  field ; 
The  Heeds  devour  the  ground,  out-Hrip  the  wind. 
And  leave  the  pinions  of  the  ilorm  behind : 
Thrace  feels  thro'  all  her  realms  their  furious  courfe. 
Shook  by  the  prancings  of  the  thund'ring  horfe;     465 
Fear,  Fraud,  and  Force,  and  Flight,  a  ghaftly  train 
Of  horrid  fiends,  attend  him  to  the  plain. 
So  drove  ftcrn  Turnus  with  refiftlefs  might. 


His  fmoking  courfers  o'ei 


Their 
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Their  rapid  hoofs  through  heaps  of  carnage  tore  ;  470 
Plung'd  deep  into  the  fands,  diflaiii'd  with  gore ; 
O'er  piles  of  dead  and  dying  warriors  bound. 
And,  as  they  fly,  they  daih  the  bloody  daft  around. 

Now  haplefs  Thamyris  and  P  hoi  us  fell. 
And  now  he  fent  bold  Sthenelus  to  hell.  475 

Thefe,  hand  to  hand,  he  flew,  approaching  near ; 
The  lail:,  at  diftance,  with  his  pointed  fpear : 
At  diftance  both  th'  Imbrafidie  expire, 
Train'd  in  fair  Lycia,  by  their  valiant  fire : 
In  clofer  fight,  the  dauntlefs  warriors  join'd ;  48* 

Or  diftanc'd  with  their  fteeds  the  winged  wind. 

There  with  high  vaunts  rufli'd  proud  Eumedes  on, 
Foredoom'd  to  fate,  ambitious  Dolon's  fon. 
Bafe  as  his  father,  with  his  grandfire's  name. 
The  recreant  foldier  fought  the  field  of  fame,  48  5 

But  \\ith  the  lucklefs  fortune  of  his  fire. 
Who  claim'd  Pelides'  courfers  for  his  hire. 
When  fent  the  Grecian  army  to  explore ; 
\'ain  fool !  he  ventur'd,  rbut  return 'd  no  more ; 
Slain  by  Tydides'  hand,  refign'd  his  breath,  490 

And  fliar'd  a  jufter  recompence  m  death  ! 
Him  when  the  Daunian  hero  fpy'd  from  far, 
Firfl:  a  light  dart  he  launch'd  in  open  air. 
Stops  the  fleet  fteeds,  and,  furious,  quits  the  car; 
Stood  o'er  the  Trojan,  proftrate  as  he  lay,  495 

Trod  on  his  neck,  and  wren.ch'd  the  f\^o: d  away. 
Then  through  his  throat  th^  deadly  faulchion  thruft. 


And  thus  infults  him  grov'Iirg  in  the  duft : 


Lie 
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Lie  there  !  poflefs  the  land  thy  valour  gains  I 

And  meafure,  at  thy  length,  our  Latian  plains  !     500 

Such,  fuch  deferv'd  rewards  I  ftill  beftow. 

When  caird  to  battle,  on  the  vaunting  foe ; 

Thus  may  you  build  your  town,  and  thus  enjoy 

Thefe  realms,  ye  proud  prefiimptuous  fons  of  Troy  ! 

Next,  by  his  flying  fpear  Afbutes  bled  :  505 

A  fecond  lance  laid  mighty  Chloerus  dead. 
In  Dares'  breaft  he  plung'd  the  pointed  fteel. 
And  fent  the  bold  Therfilochus  to  hell : 
Then  pierc'd  Thymcetes  with  a  fatal  wound, 
Whofe  flound'ring  fteed  had  call  him  to  the  ground.  510 
As  o'er  th'  ^gean  deeps  when  Boreas  roars. 
And  rolls  the  waves  tumultuous  to  the  Ihores, 
The  driving  clouds  before  the  whirlwind  fly. 
And- break,  and  fcatter,  through  the  ruffled  fky: 
So  where  bold  Turnus  rulh'd,  inflam'd  with  ire,      515 
Their  orders  fcatter>  and  whole  hofts  retire. 
Whirl'd  on  his  rapid  car,  the  hero  gains 
New  rage>  new  vigour,  as  he  fvveeps  the  plains. 
Higk  o'er  his  helm  his  crimfon  creft,  inclin'd 
By  ev'ry  breath,  nods  dreadful  in  the  wind.  523 

No  more,  in  proud  difdain,  cou'd  Phegeus  bear 
To  fee  the  hero  rule  the  tide  of  war ; 
But,  raftily  furious,  to  the  car  proceeds, 
Seiz'd  the  loofe  reins,  and  turn'd  the  flying  fteeds. 
Him,  as  fufpended  on  the  yoke  he  hung,  525 

By  the  fwift  chariot  dragg'd  in  duft  along. 
Through  the  bor'd  corflet,  the  fliarp  jav'lin  found. 
And  rais'd  the  warrior  with  a  fl.ender  wound. 

Yet 
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Yet  with  his  fhield  oppos'd  he  dares  the  blow. 

And  with  his  brandilh'd  fword  afTaults  the  foe.  530 

The  whirling  wheels,  with  fiery  fpeed  impell'd. 

Soon  llioot  him  headlong  on  the  languine  field. 

Swift  Turnus  follow'd;  and  his  faulchion  drew; 

Between  the  cuirafs  and  the  head  it  flew : 

The  gufhing  blood  dillains  the  fands  around,  535 

And  the  pale  trunk  lay  grov'ling  on  the  ground. 

Thus  while  the  conqu'ving  chief  his  progrefs  held, 
Rag'd,  ftorm'd,  and  reign'd  the  mailer  of  the  field; 
Achates,  Mnefiheus,  and  the  royal  heir. 
Attend  the  Trojan  prince  with  duteous  care,  54.0 

(As  propt,  and  leaning  on  the  fpear,  he  went) ; 
And  plac'd  the  bleeding  hero  in  the  tent. 
The  fteel,  deep-riveted,  witli  eager  hands 
He  tugs  impatient,  and  tlieir  aid  demands. 
More  wide  to  lay  the  wound,  a  paifage  bare,  545 

Unroot  the  dart,  and  fend  hixTi  to  the  war. 

Now  came  lapis  to  relieve  his  pain. 
Of  old  by  Phoebus  lov'd,  nor  lov'd  in  vain. 
On  whom  the  god  had  proifer'd  to  beftow 
His  lyre,  his  bays,  his  prefcience,  and  his  bow.      550 
But  (to  prolong  his  drooping  father's  days) 
The  youth  reflis'd  his  arrows,  lyre,  and  bays. 
And  precient  fjcill ;  but  chofe  the  healing  part, 
A  filent,  ufeful,  though  inglorious  art. 

Unmov'd  with  all  the  forrow  and  the  care  555 

Of  friends,  attendants,  and  the  royal  heir. 
His  mighty  fpear,  tli' impatient  chief  fuftains,     [pains. 
Who  grinds  his  teeth  for  ra^e,  nor  heeds  tlie  glowing 

Vol.  LIII.  A  *  The 
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The  fage  now  haftens  to  the  tafk  alTign'd, 

And  firll  difpatchful  tucks  his  robes  behind ;  560 

Tries  all  the  vegetable  pow'rs  around. 

To  cool  the  fmart,  and  mitigate  the  wound. 

His  hands  folicit  now  with  tender  art ; 

Now  tug  in  vain  with  vigour  at  the  dart. 

At  length  he  pray'd ;  nor  Phoebus  heard  the  pray'r ;  565 

And  nearer  every  moment  pour'd  the  war. 

Thick  and  more  thick  the  growing  horrors  rife ; 

A  cloud  of  duft  involves  the  golden  Ikies. 

The  trampling  fleeds,  the  thund'ring  foes,  drew  nigh. 

And  'midil:  the  camp  the  fhow'ring  jav'lins  fly.        570 

The  mingling  cries  from  ev'ry  part  refound ; 

Some  fhout,  fome  groan,  fome  gafp  upon  the  ground. 

Now,  touch'd  with  pity  for  the  hero's  pain, 
Defcends  the  goddefs  mother  on  the  plain. 
A  branch  of  fov'reigh  dittany  fhe  bore,  57^ 

From  Ida  gather'd,  on  the  Cretan  fhore. 
Luxuriant  leaves  the  taper  ftalk  array  ; 
The  llalk  in  flow'rs ;  the  flow'rs  in  purple  gay. 
The  goats,  when  pierc'd  at  diftance  by  the  dart. 
Apply  the  med'cine  to  the  wounded  part.  580 

This  juice,  while  clouds  conceal  her  radiant  face. 
The  queen  infufes  in  the  golden  vafe  ! 
Tempers  with  fcented  panacce  the  whole. 
And  with  ambrofial  liquors  crowns  the  bowl. 
Nor  knew  the  fage  the  fuccour  that  he  found,  585 

But  with  the  balmy  mixture  bathes  the  wound. 
At  once  the  throbbing  anguilh  pall:  away ; 
Stanch 'd  was  the  blood,  and  in  the  bottom  lay. 

The 
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The  dart,  though  deeply  rooted,  at  command 

Moves  up,  and  anfwers  the  phyfician's  hand.  590 

His  former  vigour  now  fucceeds  to  pain. 

And  hfe  burns  bright  in  all  her  pow'rs  again. 

lapis  iirft  perceiv'd  th'  immortal  art, 

That  cool'd  the  raging  pangs,  and  clos'd  the  part.    . 

Raptur'd  he  faw  the  cure;  and  iirll  impell'd  595 

The  prince,  renew'd  in  courage,  to  the  field. 

Arms  for  the  chief,  he  cries,  prepare  his  arms ; 

And  inllant  fend  him  to  the  dire  alarms. 

This  cure,  great  hero  is  no  work  of  mine. 

Not  mortal  art,  but  done  by  hands  divine.  600 

Thy  life  fome  guardian  god  has  made  his  care. 

Who  fends  thee  back  to  fight,  and  conquer  in  the  war. 

The  fierce,  impatient  prince,  had  cover'd  o'er 
His  manly  legs  with  golden  greaves  before. 
Now,  all  on  fire,  his  mighty  lance  he  took,  605 

And  in  his  hand  the  pond'rous  weapon  fhook. 
High  on  his  arm  the  heav'nly  ihield  he  rais'd  ; 
And,  on  his  breaft,  the  radiant  cuirafs  blaz'd. 
Then,  with  a  clofe  embrace  he  ftrain'd  his  fon; 
And  kifs'd  him  thro'  h.'u  helm,  and  thus  begun.      610 

From  me  true  courage,  and  in  camps  to  dare. 
From  others  learn,  my  fon,  fuccefs  in  war. 
I  go  to  labour  in  the  bloody  fray. 
To  fight,  and  guard  thee,  in  the  dreadful  day ; 
To  crown  thee  with  a  bright  immortal  name  ;  615 

To  teach  thy  youth  the  glorious  paths  to  fame. 
Thou,  in  thy  riper  years,  tlie  virtues  trace. 
And  copy  all  the  worthies  of  thy  race. 

A  a  2  I'hy 
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Thy  foul  may  Heflor  and  ^neas  fire. 

Thy  godlike  uncle,  and  thy  martial  lire  !  620 

So  fpoke  the  hero,  and,  by  rage  impell'd, 
To'vv'r'd  from  the  tent,  majellic,  to  the  field; 
Shook  an  huge  jav'lin  in  his  vig'rous  hand; 
Ajid  with  their  chief  pcur'd  forth  the  martial  band. 
Antheus  and  Mnellheus  led  th'  embattled  train,      625 
And  all  rufh'd  furious  to  the  deathful  plain. 
Beneath  the  warriors  groans  the  trembling  ground. 
And  clouds  of  duft  involve  the  region  round. 

Now  Turnus  and  his  holl:  the  foe  beheld 
From  a  high  mound,  advancing  o'er  the  field.         630 
Th'  aftoniih'd  troops  a  gen'ral  fear  confounds  ; 
But  firil  his  filler  heard  the  dreadful  founds. 
Too  well  Hie  knew  the  dire  alarms  from  far. 
And  trembHng  fled  before  the  moving  war. 
Fierce,  with  their  leaders,  march  the  Trojan  train;  635 
And  the  black  fquadrons  darken  all  the  plain. 
As  when  fome  tempeft  o'er  mid  ocean  roars. 
And,  wing'd  with  whirlwinds,  gathers  to  the  Ihores ; 
With  boding  hearts  the  peafants  hear  from  far 
The  fullen  murmurs  of  the  diftant  war  ;  640 

Forefee  the  harvefis  levell'd  with  the  ground. 
And  all  the  forefts  fpread  in  ruins  round ; 
Swift  to  the  land  the  hollow  grumbling  v/ind 
FHes,  and  proclaims  the  furious  llorm  behind. 
So  fwift,  fo  furious,  great  ^neas  flew,  64.5 

And  led  againft  the  foes  the  martial  crew. 
The  thick'ning  fquadrons,  wedg'd  in  clofe  array. 
In  one  black  body  win  their  defp'rate  wav. 

Bv 
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By  Mneftheus  flain,  in  duft  Archefius  lies. 

And  by  Thymbraeus'  fword  Ofiris  dies.  650 

Next  Gyas'  lance  the  mighty  Ufens  fped. 

And  Epulo  by  brave  Achates  bled. 

Ev'n  curs'd  Tolumnius  fell,  whofe  fatal  fpear, 

Launch'd  at  the  Davdan  hoU,  renew'd  the  war. 

A  peal  of  fhouts,  tumultuous,  tore  the  iky,  655 

And  o'er  the  field  the  pale  Rutulians  fly. 

But  with  difdain  the  Trojan  hero  glows ; 

Nor  walles  his  vengeance  on  inferior  foes. 

He  fcorns  to  fight  the  few  who  fland  their  ground. 

Or  in  their  backs  the  flying  crouds  to  wound  :         660 

Turnus,  and  him  alone,  he  calls  aloud 

To  light,  and  hunts  him  through  the  duUy  cloud. 

On  this,  his  anxiou?  filler,  feiz'd  with  fear, 
Hurl'd  from  his  lofty  feat  the  charioteer, 
Metifcus  the  rcnown'd ;  toft  far  away,  66^ 

The  wond'ring  chief  beneath  the  harnefs  lay, 
Herfelf  afTumes  his  armour,  voice  and  air ; 
Snatches  the  reins,  and  vaults  into  the  car, 

As  the  black  fwaliow,  that,  in  quell:  of  prey. 
Round  the  proud  palace  wings  her  wanton  way,      67Q 
When  for  her  children  fhe  provides  the  feaft. 


.IC, 


Now  Vv'ild  excurfions  round  the  cloyfter  takes ; 

Now,  fportive  winds,  or  ficims  along  the  lakes ; 

So  flies  the  goddefs  on  the  rapid  car,  675 

From  fide  to  fide,  and  faverfes  tlie  war : 

Now  here,  now  there,  fhe  brings  the  chief  to  fight; 

But  fli-i  fhe  turns  him  from  the  fatal  fight, 

A  a  3  Nor 
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Nor  lefs  the  prince  unravels  all  her  ways, 
/.nd  hunts  his  foes  through  ev'ry  various  maze ;      680 
Thrids  all  the  (hifting  courle,  and  breaks  the  croud 
With  furious  fyeed,  and  calls  the  chief  aloud. 
Oft  has  he  fpy'd  him,  and  approached  the  car; 
As  ofi:  his  filler  plung'd  amid  the  war. 
Where-e'er  the  Trojan  hero  bends  his  ccurfe;         685 
Averfe  the  goddefs  turns  the  flying  horfe. 
What  fhould  he  do  ?  a  thoufand  thoughts  divide 
His  vvav'ring  foul,  that  points  to  ev'ry  fide  ! 
When  lo  !   Mefiapus  crofs'd  him  in  the  iield. 
And  in  his  hand  two  Ihining  jav'lins  held.  690 

One,  at  the  prince,  with  levell'd  aim,  he  threv/ : 
Beneath  his  ftiield  the  cautious  prince  withdrew; 
Low  bending  on  his  knee,  fecure  he  lay; 
But  the  fvift  jav'l-n  llril<;es  his  plume  away. 
Then,  when  the  meditated  fraud  he  vievv'd,  695 

That  flill  Irs  rival  fled,  as  he  purfu'd ; 
He  firil  invok'd  the  thund'rer  to  redrefs 
The  rites  profan'd,  and  violaced  peace  ; 
Then  rufli'd  amid  the  train;  nor  chvck  nor  bound 
His  fury  knew,  but  llretch'd  the  ilaughtcr  round.    700 
The  faithlefs  foe  he  thinks  it  vain  to  fpare, 
Av.d,  fir'd  with  vengeance,  gives  a  Icofe  to  war. 

What  gcd  will  now  infpire  me,  to  diiplay 
The  rage  of  death,  and  horrors  of  the  day  ? 
What  crouds  of  heroes  perifii'd  on  the  plain,  705 

By  mighty  Turnus,  and  ^.neas,  flain ! 
Was  it  thy  will  the  nations  fliould  engage 
(Great  fire  of  heav'n)  v/ith  fach  unbounded  rage? 

So 
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So  foon  from  war  and  violence  to  ceafe. 

Leagued  in  a  bond  of  everlafting  peace  ?  710 

^neas  firft  flew  Sucro  in  the  fight, 
Whofe  fword  had  turn'd  the  Trojan  troops  to  flight. 
With  a  fwift  ilroke,  and  all  his  force  apply'd. 
He  plung'd  the  deadly  faulchion  in  his  fide. 
Then,  with  his  brother,  Amycus  was  kill'd,  7 1 5 

Caft  from  their  deed  by  Turnus  on  the  field. 
With  the  long  lance,  this  tow'ring  chief  he  gor'd : 
Thro'  that,  impetuous,  drove  the  pointed  fvvord  : 
Then,  on  his  chariot  hung,  in  triumph  bore 
Their  heads  aloft,  that  dropp'd  with  livid  gore  :      720 
Next,  at  one  charge,  on  three  bold  chiefs  he  flew ; 
Talos,  and  Tanais,  and  Cethegui,  flew. 
With  them,  cf  Theban  race,  Onytes  fell. 
Fair  Peridia's  fon ;  and  funk  to  hell. 
Then  bled  two  brothers,  who  from  Lycia  come;     725 
Nor  their  own  Phoebus  could  prevent  their  doom. 
Next  poor  Mencetes  by  his  arm  was  flain. 
Who  fliunn'd  (b  long  the  dreadful  w^r  in  vain; 
A  flcilful  angler ;  once  he  made  abode, 
Biefs'd  with  content,  by  Lerna's  plenteous  flood.     730 
There  drefs'd  his  father,  to  the  great  unknown,     .        • 
A  ilranger  field,  and  furrows  not  his  oun. 

As  the  fierce  flames  through  the  tall  fcreft  fly. 
This  v/ay  and  that,  and  kindle  all  the  il:y ; 
Qr  rapid  torrents  from  the  moun;ains  fweep,  735 

Roar  down  the  fides,  and  thunder  to  the  deep; 
V/ith  weight  refifl:lefs,  and  detlrudlive  fway. 
O'er  half  a  ruin'd  country  break  their  way  : 

A  a  4  §0 
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So  through  the  field,  in  diiF'rent  parts  engag'd. 
As  r.vift  and  fierce  the  rival  heroes  rag'd.  740 

They  burft  with  wrath  j  they  rife  to  ev'ry  blow ; 
They  fend  their  fouls  with  ev'ry  lance  they  throw. 

A  rock's  vail  weight  the  great  _'Sneas  threw ; 
Th'  enormous  fragment  like  a  whirlwind  flew. 
And  hurl'd  Murranus  on  the  ground,  who  brings    745 
His  vaunted  lineage  from  tlie  Latian  kings. 
Headlong  the  warrior  from  the  chariot  flies 
AmidH  the  harnefs,  and  incumber'd  lies  : 
The  courfers  iLirile  at  the  flaming  fword ; 
Paw  down,  and  trample  on  their  dying  lord.  750 

On  Hyllus,  Turnus  rulh'd  with  all  his  might. 
As,  fir'd  with  rage,  the  chief  advanced  to  fight. 
Full  at  his  golden  helmet,,  o'er  the  plain 
The  jav'lin  flew,  and  Hung  him  to  the  brain: 
Nor  thee,  the  bra  veil  of  the  Grecian  band.  755 

Thy  valour,  Creteus,  fav'd  from  Turnus'  hand  I 
Next  fell  the  prieft  Cupencus  in  the  fl.rife. 
Nor  liis  own  gods  could  guard  his  f icred  life ; 
Full  in  Ills  brcail  ^Eneas  plung'd  the  dart. 
That  picrc'd  tl\c  fhield,  and  quiver'd  in  his  heart.  760 

Then  bled  great  /Eolus,  by  Turnus  kill'd. 
And  fank,  a  bulk  enormous,  on  the  field  1 
VVliom  not  the  Grecian  lieroes  could  dettroy, 
Nor  all  their  armies,  in  the  wars  of  Troy, 
Nor  great  Achilles  with  his  vengeful  fteel,  765 

Though  bv  his  arm  the  Phrygian  empire  fell. 
Here  ends  his  life  ;  his  llately  palace  ftood 
Beneath  fair  Ida's  ccr.fecrated  woo-i  : 
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There  liv'd  the  mighty  man ;  his  cold  remains 

At  length  lie  bur)-^d  in  the  Latian  |>lains.  773 

Now  in  all  parrs  the  martial  fquadrons  wage 
A  gen'ral  war,  with  undiilinguini'd  >age. 
The  Latian,  Trojan,  and  Rutalian  force. 
The  Tufcan  cohorts,  and  Arcadian  horfe. 
Beneath  their  chiefs,  embattled,  fpread  the  plain ;  77^ 
Here  Mneltheus,  there  Sereflus,  iires  the  train ; 
Here  great  Afylas  fwept  the  f.eld ;  and  there 
Storm'd  brave  MeiTapus,  the  renown'd  in  war. 
Each  fights,  as  in  his  arm  the  mighty  day, 
"With  all  ihe  fate  of  his  great  gen'ral,  lay;  780 

No  ftop,  no  check  the  her}'  warriors  knew ; 
With  their  long  toils  their  kindling  ardor  grew, 
Ar.d  with  frefh  vigour  to  the  combat  flew. 

But  Venus  now  infpires  her  godlike  fon 
To  leave  the  field,  and  iiorm  th'  imperial  town.      78^ 
As  following  Turnus  through  the  ranks  he  fiics. 
From  fide  to  fide  he  darts  his  eager  eyes ; 
When,  lo  !  before  him,  in  a  full  furvey. 
Exempt  from  war,  the  fencelsfs  city  lay. 
He  views  the  promis'd  prize  with  ilern  delight;       7^0 
His  foul  takes  fire,  and  kindles  at  the  fight. 
Sjdden  the  hero  calls  his  chiefs  around. 
With  all  his  bands,  and  mounts  a  riling  ground. 
Then,  as  they  rais'd  their  ample  (hield;,  and  ihook 
Their  pointed  lances,  their  bold  leader  fpoke.  795 

Attend,  and  inftant  thefe  commands  obey; 
Jmpir'd  by  favouring  Jovw*,  who  points  the  way : 

All 
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All  rpeed  this  noble  enterprize  demands. 

Claims  all  your  care,  and  urges  all  your  hands. 

This  day,  this  hour,  unlcfs  the  Latians  yield,  800 

And  own  your  chief  the  viflor  of  the  field, 

Ev'n  from  the  loweft  ftone  my  rage  fhall  tear 

Yon  t0k\'n,  the  fource  of  this  deftrui^live  war. 

Yon  peijur'd  court  my  vengeance  fhall  confound. 

And  thofe  p  oud  tow'rs  lie  fmoking  on  the  ground.  805 

Twice  have  we  vanquilri'd  the  Rutulian  train ; 

Still  mufc  I  wait  till  Turnus  will  be  ilain ; 

No  ! — at  yon  walls  the  fure  deilrudion  aim  ; 

Revenge  the  broken  league  with  fword  and  flame ; 

Your  arms  againfl:  the  guilty  city  bend  :  810 

There  the  dire  war  began,  and  there  fhall  end. 

Rous'd  at  the  word,  all  wedg'd  in  firm  array, 
S:rait  to  the  town  the  fquadrons  urge  their  way. 
They  tofs  the  brands,  the  fcaling  eagles  rear. 
And  round  the  ramparts  rcfe  the  fadden  war.  815 

Some  to  the  portals  fly  with  fpeed,  and  Hay 
The  guards  or  citizens,  who  crofs  their  way. 
Some  hurl  the  vengeful  darts ;  the  jav'lins  fly 
In  duiky  clouds,  and  intercept  the  fky. 
^neas  rais'd  his  hand,  amid  the  croud,  820 

Calls,  and  upbraids  the  Latian  prince  aloud, 
Obteiling  heaven,  that,  wounded,  and  compell'd 
By  his  perfidious  foes,  he  took  the  field; 
That  twice  the  rites  of  peace  their  arms  profane. 
Arid  from  their  impious  rage  a  fccond  war  began.  825 

Bat  mad  confufions  in  the  city  rife  : 
?Tis  tumult  all  3  for  all  at  once  advife. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  arm,  and  fly  to  guard  the  walls ;  acd  thcfe. 
More  loud,  demand  admiffion  for  the  foes. 
Some,  to  renew  the  peace,  with  clamours  bring      830 
Ev'n  to  the  gates  the  helplefs  hoary  king. 

So  when  the  fwaiii  invades,  with  flifllng  fmoke. 
The  bees  clofe-cluiler'd  in  a  cavern'd  rock. 
They  rife;  and,  trembling  for  th'  endanger'd  {late, 
Inflam'd  with  wrath,  with  fell  revenge  and  hate,     835 
This  way,  and  that,  in  loud  tumultuous  fvvarms. 
Fly  o'er  their  waxen  town  with  hoarfe  alarms. 
The  fleams  oiFenfive  roll  the  cells  around ; 
Their  fullen  murmurs  through  the  rock  refound ; 
While,  thick'ning,  thro'  the  cl.ft  the  fniok^s  arife,  840 
And  in  a  length  of  vapours  mount  the  ikies. 

But  to  complete  and  aggravate  their  fears, 
A  new  mifchance  involv'd  the  town  in  tears. 
For,  when  t'le  wretched  queen  beheld  on  high 
O'er  the  proud  domes  the  fiery  tempeil  ny  ;  845 

The  ramparts  llorm'd;  th'  exulting  Trojans  nearj 
Nor  Turnus'  troops  before  the  town  appear ; 
Many  a  long  look  (he  call,  but  call  in  \ain ; 
And  in  her  fears  concludes  the  hero  il  .in  ; 
She  raves  againll  the  gods  in  wild  defpair  j  850 

She  calls  herfelf  the  auth'refs  of  the  war  : 
A  thoufand  plaints  fhe  vented  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  in  her  rage  her  purple  garments  tore. 
Then,  on  a  lofty  beam,  the  matron  ty'd 
The  noofe  difhoneil,  and  obfcenely  dy'd.  855 

Soon  through  the  court  the  dreadful  rumour  ran; 
With  frantic  forrow  ra\e  the  female  train. 

Struck 
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Struck  with  fuperior  grief,  Lavinia  tears 

Her  blooming  rofy  cheeks,  and  golden  hairs. 

To  their  loud  iTirieks  the  palace-walls  reply ;  860 

Thence  through  the  town  the  fatal  tidings  fly. 

All  feel  the  ftroke ;  and  all,  the  lofs  lament ; 

His  royal  robes  the  rev'rend  monarch  rent. 

In  wild  defpair,  with  furious  hands  he  fprcad 

A  cloud  of  dull  o'er  all  his  hoary  head  ;  865 

And  weeps  and  mourns  aloud  (a  moving  fcene  I) 

His  ruin'd  empire,  and  felf-murder'd  queen. 

Oft,  but  in  vain,  he  blam'd  himfelf  alone. 

That  rafhly  he  refus'd  the  Trojan  for  his  fon. 

But  now  more  fiow  his  progrefs  Turnus  held,       870 
A.nd  chas'd  a  few  poor  liraf^glers  o'er  the  field. 
With  heartlefs  chear,  dejcded,  he  proceeds ; 
And  with  their  mailer  flag  the  fiery  fteeds. 
He  hears  the  tuniult  in  the  walls  behind. 
Shrieks,  cries,  and  fhouts,  that  thicken  in  the  wind.  875 
Alas !  he  cries,  wliat  clamours  llrike  my  ear  | 
What  founds  diftrefsful  from  the  town  I  hear ! 
Then  to  the  hero,  as  the  fteeds  he  ftay'd. 
Thus  in  the  driver's  form  the  fiiler  faid; 
This  way,  my  lord,  your  former  courfe  purfue,       880 
And  urge  your  conqueil  o'er  the  hoilile  crew. 
Your  friends  defend  the  town ;  th'  Italians  there 
W^age  with  the  Dardan  chief  an  equal  war. 
Again.^  his  Trojans  let  us  bend  our  way. 
As  num'rous,  valiant,  and  renown'd,  as  they.         88  j 

Sifter,  the  chief  replies,  whom  well  I  knew 
(Though  in  a  mortal  form  coaceal'd  from  view) 

When 
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V/hen  you  diflblv'd  the  league,  by  art  with-held 
The  fmgle  fight,  and  mingled  in  the  field, 

0  fay  !  what  pow'r  difpatch'd  thee  from  the  ficies,  890 
With  this  fad  fcene  to  fhock  thy  moui-nful  eyes  ? 

To  fhare  the  labours  of  the  dire  debate, 

A  weeping  witnefs  of  thy  brother's  fate  ? 

That  brother  foon  muil:  perilh  on  the  plains ! 

For  ah  !  what  chance,  what  beam  of  hope  remains?  89^ 

1  faw  my  dear  Murranus  yield  his  breath. 
Who  cali'd  on  Turnus  in  the  pangs  of  death; 
Ev'n  yet  I  fee  the  warrior  bite  the  ground. 
And  the  foul  rul"hing  through  the  mighty  wound! 

I  faw,  where,  ilretch'd  in  dui\,  brave  Ufens  lay,     900 

Nor  liv'd,  this  fcene  of  ruin  to  furvey. 

But  fhut  out  bondage  from  his  cloung  eyes ; 

His  corfe  and  arms  remain  the  vigor's  pi-ize. 

And  (hall  I  fee  the  city  wrapt  in  flame  ? 

What  elfe  was  wanting  to  complete  my  fhame  ?       90c- 

How  will  the  Latians  hoot  their  hero's  flight ! 

Gods  ! — how  will  Drances  point  them  to  the  fight ! 

Bar  oh  1 — fliall  Latium  fee  her  hero  fly  ? — 

Is  it  fo  terrible  but  once  to  die  ? — 

Hear  mc,  oh  hear  me,  all  ye  gods  below!  910 

Since  ev'ry  pow'r  celeliial  is  my  foe ; 

Lo  1  I  defcend  to  your  infernal  coait. 

From  realms  of  light,  a  great  and  glorious  ghofl:. 

White,  and  unfully'd  with  that  dire  difgrace. 

Nor  iiiin  the  fplcndors  of  my  regal  race  !  915 

Wiiije  yet  he  ipoke,  athwart  the  war  with  fpecd 
Flew  bLeding  Sages  on  hi*  foaming  fleed. 

FuU 
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Full  in  his  face  a  feather'd  arro'.v  flood ; 

And  to  the  Daunian  chief  he  calls  aloud. 

Turnus,  on  you,  our  lall,  lail:  hope  depends  ;  920 

Oh  !  hafte  in  pity,  and  relieve  your  friends  : 

For,  raging,  to  the  town  ^neas  pours. 

To  level  with  the  dufr  the  Latian  tow'rs. 

See !  o'er  the  roofs  the  fires  tempeftuous  rife! 

Hark  1— how  they  roar,  and  thunder  in  the  fides  !   925 

All  eyes  are  fixt  on  you,  and  you  alone : 

The  king  himfelf  Hands  doubtful  which  to  own. 

You,  or  your  Trojan  rival,  for  his  fon. 

Yet  worfe— his  queen,  till  now  your  chief  fupport, 

Self-niurder'd,  fills  with  terror  all  the  court.  930 

Meffapus  only  with  Atinas  ftands. 

To  guard  the  gates,  and  animate  the  bands  j 

Whom  in  wedg'd  ranks  the  hoilile  troops  inclofe. 

And  round  them  thick  an  iron  harveft  grows ; 

Wliile  you,  for  whom  they  fight,  negledt  the  train,  935 

And  idly  Vv'heel  your  chariot  round  the  plain  ! 

A  thoufand  various  tlioughts  confound  the  chief. 
He  Hood;  he  gaz'd;  his  bofom  fwell'd  mth  grief: 
Pride,  confcious  valour^  fury,  love,  and  iliame. 
At  once  fet  all  the  hero  in  a  flame,  940 

Soon  as  his  foul  recover'd  from  the  ftroke ; 
Soon  as,  difpers'd,  the  cloud  of  paflion  broke; 
Back  from  his  car,  the  ruin  to  behold. 
His  eager  eyes  the  mournful  warrior  roll'd. 
Where  the  fierce  fires  in  burning  torrents  rife  945 

O'er  tlie  tali  roofs;  and,  curling  to  the  lk.ies. 

Had 
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Had  wrapt  a  tow'r  in  flames,  fublime  and  ftrong, 
Rais'd  by  himfelf*  that  roU'd  on  wheels  along ; 
Whence  the  bold  foldier  broke  the  war  below. 
And  rainM  an  iron  tempeft  on  the  foe.  9jO 

Now,  filler,  fate  prevails ;  no  more  delay ; 
ril  go  where  rigoroos  fortune  points  the  way, 
Prepar'd  the  bitternefs  of  death  to  bear, 
I'll  meet  this  Trojan  hand  to  hand  in  war. 
No  more  thofe  eyes  fhall  view  thy  brother's  fhame,  955 
Purfu'd,  and  flying  o'er  the  field  of  fame ; 
Give,  give  me,  goddefs,  in  this  martial  fire. 
This  high-wrought  blaze  of  fury,  to  expire. 

He  faid ;  and  fudden,  with  an  eager  bound, 
Leap'd  from  the  trem.bling  chariot  to  the  ground ;  960 
Leaves  his  lamenting  liiler,  in  defpair ; 
Springs  thro'  a  ftorm  of  darts,  the  prince  to 
And  burfts  impetuous  through  the  ranks  of 
As  when,  by  age,  or  rains,  or  tempells,  torn, 
A  rock  from  Tome  high  precipice  is  borne ;  965 

Trees,  herds,  and  iwains,  involving  in  the  fweep. 
The  mafs  flies  furious  from  th'  a-Vrial  fteep ; 
Leaps  down  the  mountain's  iide,  with  many  a  bound. 
In  fiery  whirls,  and  fmokes  along  the  ground; 
So  to  the  city,  through  the  cleaving  train,  070 

Thro'  ftreams  of  blood,  that  drench'd  the  purpled  plain. 
While  round  his  head  the  whiftling  jav'lins  piay. 
As  fvvifr,  the  raging  hero  brealcs  his  vvay. 
Then  from  afar,  he  beckons  with  his  hand. 
And  loudly  thus  befpoke  hii  focial  band  :  975 

To 
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To  me,  ye  Latians,  the  whole  war  refign. 

All,  all  the  fortune  of  the  field  is  mine. 

'Tis  juH,  ye  warriors,  that  your  chief  alone 

Alfert  the  compadl,  or  its  breach  atone. 

I  claim,  I  claim  the  right,  in  fmgle  fray,  98c 

To  meet  my  rival,  and  decide  the  day. 

Back  at  tiie  word  the  fquadrons  are  compell'd. 

And  for  the  champions  form  an  open  field. 

Now  the  great  Trojan  chiefj  at  1  urnus'  name. 
Fierce  from  the  town  in  all  his  terrors  came ;  985 

Leaver  ev'ry  fecond  work  of  war  behind ; 
Joy,  pride,  and  courage,  raife  his  daring  mind. 
All-flalh'd  with  hopes,  and  glorying  in  his  might. 
The  godlike  prince  m.oves  forward  to  the  fight : 
He  burns  impatient  for  the  dire  alarms ;  9qo 

And  thunders  in  the  bright  Vulcanian  arm.s. 
With  vaft  gigantic  ftrides,  he  towVs  on  high. 
And  looks  a  fecond  Athos  in  the  fey ; 
Or  Eryx,  that  in  heav'n  his  forehead  fli;  ouds ; 
Or  fa'jher  Apcnnine  involv'd  in  cloads,  99^ 

\\'hen  with  a  depth  of  fnows  his  brows  are  crcwn'd. 
And  all  his  nodding  groves,  majeftic,  wave  around. 

Meantime  the  warriors,  who  defend  the  town. 
Or  with  huo;e  engines  break  the  bulwarks  down. 
And  all  the  nations,  ftudious  of  the  fight,  1000 

Their  arms  unbuckled,  to  furvey  the  fight. 
Kv'n  Death  ftands  Hill;  and,  o'er  the  crouded  plains. 
Through  the  long  ranks,  a  folemn  filence  reigns. 
Nor  lefs  amaz'd,  the  Latian  lord  beheld 
Two  chiefs  engag'd  in  combat  on  the  field,  1005 

By 
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By  love,  fate,  honour,  and  ambition,  led 
'To  try  their  title  to  his  daughter's  bed. 

Soon  as  each  army  from  the  field  withdrew, 
Fierce,  to  the  hght,  the  mighty  heroes  flew. 
They  launch  their  fpears ;  their  clafhing  fhields  refound  : 
Beneath  their  fury  gro.ms  the  trembling  ground.    101 1 
Then  their  bright  fwords  the  raging  champions  drew. 
And  with  repeated  blows  the  charge  renew. 
Courage,  and  chance,  and  llrength,  in  both  unite  ; 
And  the  bold  chiefs  maintain  an  equal  fight.  10 1  5 

As,  where  proud  Sila's  tow'ring  fummits  rife. 
Or  huge  Taburnus  heaves  into  the  fkies. 
With  frowning  fronts  two  mighty  bulls  engage ; 
A  dreadful  war  the  bellowing  rivals  wage  : 
Far  from  the  fcene  the  trembling  keepers  fly ;        IC20 
Struck  dumb  with  terror,  ftand  the  heifers  by ; 
Nor  know  which  lord  the  fubjedl  herds  fliall  lead, 
And  reign  at  large  the  monarch  of  the  mead. 
Fierce  ftrokes  they  aim,  repeated  o'er  and  o'er; 
Their  dewlaps,  necks,  and  fides,  are  bath'd  in  gore ; 
The  mountains,  ftreams,  and  woods,  rebellow  to  the 
roar.  1026 

So  to  the  fight  the  furious  heroes  fly. 
So  claih  their  fliields,  and  echo  to  the  fky. 

Now  Jove  fufpends  his  fcales  ;  two  difF'rent  weights 
He  cafl  in  both,  and  try'd  the  warriors  fates.         1030 
This,  light  with  conquefl:,  to  the  gods  afcends ; 
That,  charg'd  v/ith  death,  finks  downwards  to  the  fiends. 

With  his  dravvn  faulchion  Turnus  ilrikes  the  foe 
0.1  his  full  ilretch,  and  rlies  to  the  blow. 

Vol.  LIII.  Bb  Loud 
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Loud  {houts  and  groans  fucceed;  each  army  bent  1035 

Their  eager  eyes,  and  wait  the  great  event; 

When  lo  !  al'-fhatter'd  flies  the  traitor  fvvord. 

And  in  the  rtroke  delerts  the  Daunian  lord. 

A  llranger  hilt  he  fpies,  and  fhakes  in  vain : 

All,  all  his  hopes  in  flight  alone  remain ; 

And,  fwifter  than  the  wind,  he  darts  along  the 

For  when  the  chief  firlt  vaulted  on  the  car 

With  headlong  hafte,  and  rufh'd  into  the  war. 

He  left  his  father's  temper'd  fword,  'tis  faid. 

And  feiz'd  his  charioteer  Metifcus'  blade  ;  1045 

And,  ev'n  with  this,  the  growing  (laughter  fpread. 

While  from  his  rage  the  trembling  Trojans  fled. 

But  when  the  mortal  fteel  a  llroke  bellow'd 

On  heav'nly  arms,  the  labour  of  a  god  ! 

The  faulchion,  faithlefs  to  the  warrior's  hand,        1050 

Broke  fliort — the  fragments  glitter'd  on  the  fand. 

O'er  the  wide  field  diftradled  Turnus  fprings. 

And  flies  with  wild  aiFright  in  mazy  rings : 

For  here  he  views  th'  embattled  Trojan  powers ; 

Here  a  vaft  lake  ;  and  there  the  Latian  tow'rs.       1055 

But  flill  his  foe,  though  tardy  from  his  wound. 

Treads  all  his  fl:eps,  unrav'ling  ev'ry  round. 

As  the  fleet  fl:ag,  by  the  ftaunch  hound  purfu'd. 

Now  bounds  above  the  banks,  now  fhoots  along  the  flood ; 

Now  from  the  mefhy  toils  with  terror  fprings,        ic6o 

Scar'd  by  the  plumes,  that  dance  upon  the  Itrings : 

He  flarts,  he  pants,  he  flares  with  wild  amaze. 

And  flies  his  op'ning  foe  a  thou  fand  ways. 

Clofe 
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Clofe  at  his  heels,  the  deep-mouth'd  furious  hound 

Turns,  as  he  turns,  and  traces  all  the  ground.       ic6^ 

On  his  full  ftretch  he  makes  his  eager  way. 

And  holds,  or  thinks  he  holds,  the  trembling  prey. 

Forth  darts  the  ftag — his  foe  call  far  behind. 

Catches  but  empty  air,  and  bites  the  wind. 

The  hunters  fhout;  the  ftrearns,  the  rocks  reply;  1070 

And  the  tumultuous  peals  run  rattling  round  the  iky. 

Thus,  flying  in  diftrefs,  the  Daunian  lord 

Calls  on  his  friends ;  demands  his  trufty  fword. 

But  the  great  Trojan,  with  a  lofty  cry. 

Forbids  the  bands  the  weapon  to  fupply;  J  075 

Denouncing  death,  and  threat'ning  all  around, 

Th'  imperial  town  to  level  with  the  ground. 

O'er  ten  large  circuits,  with  a  rapid  pace. 

This  hero  leads,  and  that  purfues  the  chace. 

No  light  reward  mull  crown  their  eager  llrife;       lo8« 

The  long-contended  prize  is  Turnus'  noble  Hfe  1 

To  Faunus  facred  had  an  olive  Hood : 
The  fhipwreck'd  fallors,  on  the  hallow'd  wood. 
Hung  their  devoted  veils  in  honour  of  the  god. 
But  late,  to  leave  the  iield  for  combat  free,  1085 

The  Trojans  fell'd  the  venerable  tree. 
Full  in  the  root,  iEneas  drove  his  ipear: 
The  dart,  deep  riveted,  ilood  trembling  there  : 
The  hero,  ilruggling  with  incelTant  pain. 
Now  bends  to  difengage  the  lance  again ;  1 090 

And  with  his  dart,  at  leail,  o'ertake  the  foe, 
\Vho,  frighted,  xo  the  god  preferr'd  his  vow, 

B.  h  2  Thy 
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Thy  fuppliant's  pray'r,  in  pity,  Faunus,  hear. 

And  thou,  kind  mother  Earth,  detain  the  fpear; 

If  ilill  I  honoar'd  with  a  p"ous  hand  1 095 

Your  plant,  by  guilty  Troy  v\ith  fteel  profan'd. 

Thus  he  ;  the  god  attends  his  humble  Ib-ain ; 

The  Trojan  labours  at  the  root  in  vain  : 

There  as  he  tugs  the  lance  with  all  his  might. 

Fierce,  and  impatient  to  jenew  the  fight,  i  ico 

Once  more  Juturna  to  the  chief  rellor'd 

(In  brave  Metifcus'  form)  his  temper 'd  fvvord. 

This  heav'nly  Venus  view'd  with  high  dildain. 

And  from  the  root  releas'd  the  dart  again. 

Renew'd  in  might,  the  tow'ring  chiefs  advance  ;   1 105 

One  Ihook  the  fword,  and  one  the  flaming  lance. 

Their  heaving  boibms  fwell  with  Hern  ddight. 

Pant  for  the  combat,  and  demand  the  fight. 

Then  to  his  confort,  who  the  war  furvey'd 
Thron'd  on  a  golden  cloud,  the  Thund'rer  faid:    mo 
What  fchemes,  my  queen,  are  left,  with  vain  debate, 
Ev'n  yet  to  check  the  ripe  events  of  fate  ? 
You  know,  and  ov>ti,  -^neas  foon  muft  rife 
From  earth,  already  facred  to  the  faes. 
Long  fmce,  thofe  glories  to  the  chief  are  ow'd,     11 15 
A.nd  heav'n  now  opens  to  receive  the  god. 
To  what  fond  purpofe  tlieu  this  fruitlefs  care  ? 
To  linger  in  the  clouds,  and  urge  the  war  ? 
Say,  was  it  juft,  to  wake  the  dire  alarms  ? 
To  violate  a  god  with  mortal  arms,  I  lao 

When  the  bold  filter  to  the  chief  reflor'd. 
By  thy  alTiflance,  his  pate-nal  fword  ? 

(Fox- 
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(For  what  without  thy  fuccour  could  fhe  dare?) 

And  fent  the  \-anquilli'd  Turnus  to  the  war  ? 

At  length,  at  length,  the  needlefs  ftrife  give  o'er ;  1 1 25 

At  my  requell,  indulge  your  rage  no  more ; 

Nor  let  revenge,  dire  enemy  to  reft. 

For  ever  prey  on  that  immortal  breaft. 

Oh  !  let  thy  lord  thy  fee  ret  forrow  fhare. 

Or,  more  than  fhare  it,  give  me  all  thy  care  !       1 1  -?© 

To  their  laft  facred  point  the  fates  are  ccme ; 

Here,  here  they  fixt  th'  unalterable  doom. 

The  Latian  court  in  ruins  could  you  lay. 

And  drive  the  Trojans  o'er  the  land  and  fea ; 

Profane  with  blood  the  holy  bridal  rite,  1 135 

Rekindle  war,  and  urge  them  to  the  fight ; 

This  we  indulg'd :  now  give  thy  eiForts  o'er 

At  our  command ;  and  thw-art  the  Fates  no  more. 

So  fpoke  th'  imperial  fov'reign  of  the  fkies; 
And,  in  fubm.ilTive  terms,  the  queen  replies :         1140 

Great  fire ;  becaufe  thy  facred  will  I  know, 
I  left  my  Turnus  to  his  doom  below. 
Nor  had  I  fat,  but  at  the  wiil  of  Jove, 
Difgrac'd  and  penfive,  in  the  clouds  above ; 
But  in  the  front  of  fight  my  foes  engag'd,  1 1 45 

And,  wrapt  in  flames,  through  all  the  battle  rag'd; 
I  bade  Jutuma  mingle  in  the  ftrife. 
Nay,  venture  more,  to  fave  a  brother's  life. 
That  charge  I  own  ;  but  not  to  bend  a  bow. 
Or  hurl  a  fmgle  jav  lin  at  ^!-,e  fo^.  1 1 -o 

This,  this,  I  fwear,  by  the  black  Stygian  flocti;. 
The  fole  dread  fanflion  of  th'  immortal  gods : 

Now 
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Now  b^ck  to  heav'n,  great  father,  I  repair. 

And  from  this  hour  renounce  the  hateful  war. 

But  yet  I  beg,  O  fov'reign  of  the  fky  !  1 155 

What  not  the  hardeft  laws  of  fate  deny; 

For  your  own  Latium  I  implore  this  grace. 

This  honour  for  your  own  majellic  race ; 

When  by  thefe  nuptials  both  the  realms  combine. 

And  in  firm  leagues  of  peace  and  fricndihip  join ;  116® 

Still  may  the  Latians,  ftill  remain  the  fame. 

Nor  take  from  Troy  their  language,  garb,  or  name ! 

May  the  great  race  of  Alban  monarchs  reign ; 

Kings  after  kings  the  regal  line  fufiain; 

And  from  th'  Italian  blood  may  Rome  arife,         1 1 65 

In  all  her  pride  and  glory,  to  the  Ikies. 

But  may  a  long  oblivion  quite  deilroy 

The  laft,  lafl  ruins,  with  the  name  of  Troy  ! 

The  goddefs  fpokej  and,  with  a  fmile  replies 
The  fire  of  men,  and  monarch  of  the  ficies :  1 1 70 

Can  Saturn's  other  heir,  who  reigns  above, 
Th'  imperial  filler,  and  the  wife,  of  Jove, 
Willi  endlefs  fchemcs  of  vengeance  break  her  refl  ? 
V/hy  burns  fuch  wrath  in  a  celeflial  breail  ? 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  at  length,  and  lay  your  anger  by,    1175 
Since  with  your  wilh,  my  emprefs,  we  comply. 
Th'  Aufonians  ever  fiiall  remain  the  fame 
In  cullom?,  garb,  religion,  and  the  name ; 
And  the  loil  Trojan  race  forget  from  v/hence  they  ' 

came  : 

In  manners,  laws  and  language,  fliall  they  join,     1 180 
And  Ilion  lliail  iiicreafc  the  Latian  line.. 

From 
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From  hence  a  pious  godlike  race  fhall  rife ; 
The  iirft  of  men  ;  the  darlings  of  the  ikies. 
Nor  all  the  nations  of  the  world  lliall  pay- 
More  glorious  honours  to  thy  name,  than  they.      1 185 

Then,  pleas'd  and  reconcil'd,  the  queen  of  Jove 
Flies  to  her  palace,  in  the  realms  above. 
*r\vas  then  th'  eteri^^l  fire  of  heav'n  expell'd 
The  wat'r}'  goddefs  from  the  fighting  field : 
Two  hideous  monfters  wait  obfequious  by,  1 190 

Tremendous  fiends!  the  furies  of  the  fky; 
Hell-born  and  horrible,  they  fprung  to  light. 
With  dire  Megisra,  from  the  womb  of  Night, 
Huge  wreaths  of  ferpents  fpires  their  temples  bound : 
Their  wings  in  whirlwinds  drove  the  air  around,     1 195 
When  bent  the  minds  of  mortal  men  to  fcare 
With  the  black  horrors  of  the  laft  defpair ; 
When  for  the  guilty  world  the  gcd  prepares 
Woes,  death,  difeafe,  blue  pellilence,  and  wars ; 
In  pomp  terrific,  frown  the  fiends  abhorr'd;  1200 

Before  the  throne  of  heav*n's  almighty  lord. 
To  wreak  his  vengeance,  in  his  courts  they  Hand, 
Watch  his  imperial  nod,  and  fly  at  his  command. 

Of  thefe  the  fwifteft  from  the  fkies  he  fent. 
To  fright  the  goddefs  with  the  dire  portent.  1205 

Fir'd  with  her  charge,  the  fiend,  with  rapid  flight. 
Shot  in  a  whirlwind  from  Olympus'  height. 
As  when  the  Parthian  dips,  with  fatal  art. 
And  doubly  arms,  with  death,  th'  envenomed  dart ; 
He  draws  the  circling  bow  ;  the  quiv'ring  firing    12 10 
Twangs;  and  the  weapon  whizzes  on  the  wing  : 

So 
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So  fvvift  to  earth  the  baleful  fury  flew. 

Till  Turnus  and  the  hofts  appear'd  in  view* 

When  lo  !  contra6led>  to  the  bird  flie  turns. 

That  hoots  o'er  defolated  piles  and  urns,  121^ 

Whofe  piercing  ftrains  the  midnight  hours  invade. 

And  break  the  folemn  filence  of  the  fhade. 

Chang'd  to  this  form  obicene,  the  fury  flies 

Round  Turnus'  head,  and  chills  him  with  furprife ; 

This  way  and  that  Ihe  flutters  o'er  the  field,  1220 

And  fcreams  his  death,  and  beats  his  founding  fliield. 

His  inmoft  foul  a  fudden  horror  ftung ; 
Stiff  rofe  his  hair ;  amazement  chain'd  his  tongue  : 
But  foon,  too  foon,  the  goddefs  knew  the  found 
Of  the  black  Fury  as  fhe  flies  around  :  1225 

She  tore  her  beauteous  face  in  wild  defpair. 
Beat  her  white  breaft,  and  rent  her  golden  hair. 
Ah  me  !  flie  cries,  in  this  unequal  ilrife. 
How  can  thy  filler  now  defend  thy  life  f 
What  can  I  more  to  lengthen  out  thy  date,  1 230 

.  (Wretch  that  I  am)  and  Hop  the  courfe  of  fate? 
How  can  I  ftand  that  hideous  fiend  of  night  ? 
Hence,  hence,  ye  furies  1 — lo>  I  quit  the  fight. 
Your  threats,  ye  baleful  birds  of  night,  forbear. 
Nor  fright  a  trembling  goddefs  to  defpair.  1 235 

Too  well  I  know  your  pinions  clatt'ring  round. — 
There  was  a  fcream  ! — Hell,  hell  is  in  the  found  1 
You  came  (I  know)  commifTion'd  from  above. 
Sent  by  the  high  command  of  haughty  Jove. 
,  This  then,  is  this  the  fole  reward  bellow'd,  1240 

For  my  loft  honour,  by  the  grateful  god.^ 

Ah  1 
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Ah  !  why  this  lengthened  life  muft  I  endure  ? 

Deny'd  the  tafle  of  death,  its  only  cure  ! 

Curs'd  with  the  fruitlefs  honours  of  the  Iky ! 

Condemn'd  to  bear  impos'd  eternity !  1245 

Pleas'd,  with  my  brother  wou'd  I  yield  my  breath. 

And  fhare  his  fate,  unprivileged  from  death. 

Joy  is  no  more ;  and  nothing  Jove  bellows 

In  life  immortal,  but  immortal  woes  ! 

Earth!  earth!  thy  inmoft  centre  open  throw,       1250 

And  reft  a  goddefs  in  the  Ihades  below ! 

Then  in  her  azure  robes  fhe  wrapt  her  head, 
Sigh'd,  fobb'd,  and  plung'd  into  her  wat'ry  bed ; 
Her  laft  low  murmurs,  as  the  ftream  divides. 
Work  up  in  air,  and  bubble  on  the  tides.  ^255 

Novv  at  the  foe,  the  Trojan  hero  fhook 
His  pointed  fpear,  and  fternly  thus  befpoke : 
What  methods,  Turnus,  yet  remain  for  flight  ? 
'Tis  ftrength,  not  fwiftnefs,  muft  decide  the  fight 
Try  all  thy  arts  and  vigour  to  efcape  1260 

Thy  inftant  doom,  and  vary  ev'ry  fliape ; 
Wifh  for  the  morning's  rapid  wings,  to  fly 
Shoot  down  to  hell ;  or  vault  into  the  fky.— 
Not  thofe  infulting  empty  vaunts  I  dread, 
Reply'd  the  mournful  chief  (and  fhook  his  head) ;  1265 
No — but  the  gods  with  fear  my  bofom  move. 
And  he,  my  greateft  foe,  almighty  Jove  ! 

The  warrior  faid ;  and  caft  his  fiery  eyes 
Where  an  huge  ftone,  a  rocky  fragment,  lies ; 
BIack,rough,  prodigIous,vaft !  --the  common  bound  i  2  70 
For  ages  paft,  and  barrier  of  the  ground. 

Vol.  LriL  C  c  Scarce 
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Scarce  twelve  ftrong  men  the  ponderous  mafs  could  ralfe. 

Such  as  difgrace  thefe  dark  degen'rate  days. 

This  in  his  trembling  hand  he  heavM  to  throw. 

Ran  with  the  load,  and  hurPd  it  at  the  foe  :  iz-jt 

Eut  ran  all -giddy  with  aiFright,  nor  knew 

Which  way  he  took,  nor  what  a  weight  he  threw. 

His  loofe  knees  tremble,  nor  fupport  their  load  : 

Round  his  cold  heart  congeals  the  fettling  blood. 

Short  of  the  mark,  and  guildefs  of  a  wouad,         1280 

Th'  unwieldly  mafs  came  thund'ring  to  the  ground. 

And,  as  when  (lumber  feals  the  clofmg  fighty 

The  fick  wild  fancy  labours  in  the  night : 

Some  dreadful  vifionary  foe  we  {bun 

With  airy  flrides,  but  ftrive  in  vain  to  run;  1285 

In  vain  our  baffled  limbs  their  povv'rs  cfTay ; 

We  faint,  v/e  dagger,  fmk,  and  fall  away  ; 

Drain'd  of  our  Hrength/  we  neither  fight  nor  jBy> 

And  on  the  tongue  the  flruggling  accents  die  : 

The  chief  fo  labours,  but  vvitli  fruitlefs  pain  ;         1290 

The  fiend  Hill  thwarts  him,  and  he  toils  in  vain ! 

Amidll:  a  thoufand  doubts,  he  Hands  oppreft, 
A  thoufand  teiTors  workino;  in  liis  breaft. 
Now  to  the  Latian  battlements  on  high. 
Now  to  his  friends,  he  turns  his  trembling  eye,  1295 
Now  to  the  threat'ning  lance,  already  wing'd  to  fly. 
No  friendly  aid,  no  giimm'ring  hopes  appear. 
No  car,  no  Ikeds,  nor  goddefs  charioteer  ! 

With  levell'd  eye  the  Trojan  mark'd  the  part ; 
TheR  whirh  with  uU  his  force  the  whizzing  dart.  1300 

A  fton^ 


\ 


VIRGIL'S  -^NEID.    BOOK  XII.    37^ 

A  ftone  difploded,  with  lefs  fury  far. 

Flies  from  the  brazen  enginry  of  war : 

And  wrap'd  in  flames,  far  lefs  enrag'd  and  loud, 

Burfts  the  big  thunder  from  the  breaking  cloud. 

Swift  as  the  whirlwind  fweeps  along  the  ikies,        130J 

Thejav'Hn,  charg'd  with  fure  deftruflion,  flies; 

Its  rapid  progrefs  through  the  fev'n-fold  fhield. 

And  the  thick  mail,  with  matchlefs  fury  held  ; 

Thence,  thro'  his  thigh,  drove  deep  the  griding  wounds 

And  bent  the  haplefs  warrior  to  the  ground.  13 10 

With  peals  of  groans  the  pale  Rutulians  rife  : 
The  groves  and  mountains  ring  with  mournful  cries. 
His  eves  and  hands  the  vanquifh'd  hero  rear'd. 
And  to  tlie  chief  his  moving  pray'r  preferr'd : 

Prince,  I  deferve>  nor  deprecate  my  death  :       1315 
Then,  ufe  tliy  fortune ;  take  my  forfeit  breath  I 
Yet,  if  a  parent's  woes  thy  foul  incline. 
Think  vvhat  thy  father  was ;  then  pity  mine  ! 
Think  at  thy  feet  the  hoary  monarch  thrown, 
Grov'ling,  and  pleading  for  an  only  fon  !  1320 

Then  fave  the  fon  !  in  him  the  father  fave  ! 
Nor  bow  his  age,  with  forrow,  to  the  grave  1 
Or,  oh !  at  leail,  this  mercy  I  implore. 
My  breathlefs  relicks  to  my  friends  reflore. 
Thine  is  the  conquel?;  lo  !  the  Latian  bands-         1325 
Behold  their  gen'ral  flretch  his  fuppliant  hands  1 
Pveftrain  thy  farther  vengeance  ;  I  refign 
My  former  claim  ;  the  royal  fair  is  thine. 

A  Vr'hile,  the  hero,  touch'd  with  gen'rous  woe, 
Reprefj'd  his  hand,  and  gaz'd  upon  the  foe.  1330 

His 
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His  melting  words  to  mercy  now  inclin'd. 

Still  more  and  more,  the  viftor's  noble  mind ; 

When  lo  !  by  chance,  the  golden  belt  he  Tpy'd, 

The  belt  of  Pallas,  glitt'ring  at  his  fide  ; 

Which  from  the  dying  youth  the  warrior  tore,       1335 

And  the  refulgent  prize  in  triumph  wore. 

His  eyes,  fierce-flaming,  o'er  the  trophy  roll. 

That  wakes  the  flumb'ring  vengeance  in  his  foul. 

Then  with  loud  accents,  and  a  dreadful  look. 

Stem  and  terrific,  to  the  prince  he  fpoke  :  1340 

Thou  1  wretch  accurs'd I  canft  thou  to  grace  pretend? 

Clad  in  the  fpoils  of  my  dear  murder'd  friend  ? 

Go  then,  a  vidim  to  his  fpirit,  go ; 

'Tis  Pallas,  Pallas,  gives  the  fatal  blow^. 

Thus  is  his  ghoft  aton'd.—The  hero  faid ;  1345 

And  bury'd  in  his  breaft  the  furious  blade. 

With  a  deep  groan  the  dying  warrior  fell. 

And  the  majeftic  foul  difdainful  plung'd  to  hell. 


End  of  Pitt's  Poems. 


/;#y# 


